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| To wi Right Fecher | 
X 4 LO i 
Earl of Montague, &c. 


| My LORD, 
Aether the World will arraign me 
=> of Vanity, or not, that I have pre- 
ſum'd to Dedicate this Comedy to 
Your Lordſhip, I am yet in Doubt: 
Tho' it may be it is ſome degree of 
VASD GD Vanity even to doubt of it. One 
wie" "has at any time had the Honour of Your. 
Lordſhip's Converſation, cannot be ſuppos'd to 
think very meanly of that which he wou'd prefer 
to Your Peruſal : Yet it were to incur the Imputa- 
tion of too much Sufficiency, to pretend to ſuch a 
Merit as might abide the eſt of Tour Lordfhip's 


Cenſure. | 
A3 What- 


r 


De Dedication. 


Whatever Value may be wanting to this Play 
while yet it is mine, will be ſufficiently made up 
to it, when it is once become Your Lordſhip's; 
and it is my Security, that I cannot have over- 
rated it more by my Dedication, than Your Lord- 
ſhip will r it by your Patronage. e 

That it ſucceeded on the Stage, was almoſt beyond 
my Ex pectation; for but little of it was prepar'd for 
that general Taſte which ſeems now to be predomi- 
nant in the Palates of our Audience. 

Thoſe Characters which are meant to be ridi- 
eul'd in moſt of our Comedies, are of Fools fo 
groſs, that, in my humble Opinion, they ſhou'd 
rather diſturb than divert the well- natur'd and re- 
flecting Part of an Audience; they are rather Ob- 
jects of Charity than Contempt; and inſtead of 
moving our Mirth, they ought very often to excite 
our Compaſſion. | 1 | : 

This Reflection mov'd me to deſign ſome Cha- 
raters, which ſhou'd appear ridiculous not ſo much 
thro' a natural Folly (which is incorrigible, and 
therefore not proper for the Stage) as thro* an af- 
fected Wit; a Wit, which at the ſame. time that it 
is affected, is alſo falſe. As there is ſome Diffi- 
culty in the Formation of a Character of this Na- 
ture, fo there is ſome Hazard which attends the 
Progreſs of its Succeſs, upon the Stage: For 
many come to a Play fo over-charg'd with Cri- 
ticiſm, that they very often let fly their Cenſure, 
when thro” their Raſhneſs they have miſtaken their 
Aim. This I had Occaſion lately to obſerve: For 
this Play had been ated two or three Days, before 
| ſome of theſe haſty Judges cou'd find the Leiſure to 
diſtifiguiſh betwixt the Character of a Mitiuoud and 
a Truetwit. e W 

9 1 


The Dedication. 

I muſt beg Your Lordſhip's Pardon for this Di- 
greſſion from the true Courſe of this Epiſtle ; but 
that it may not ſeem altogether impertinent, I beg, 
that I may plead the Occaſion of it, in Part of that 
Excuſe of which I ſtand in need, for recommend- 
ing this Comedy to Yaur Protection. It is only 
by the Countenance of Your Lordſhip, and the 

ew ſo qualify'd, that ſuch who write with Care 
and Pains can hope to be diitinguiſh'd : For the 
Proſtituted Name of Poet promiſcuouſly levels all 
that bear it. 

Terence, the moſt correct Writer in the World, 
had a Scipio and a Lelius, if not to aſſiſt him, at leaſt 
to ſupport him in his Reputation: And notwithſtand- 
ing his extraordinary Merit, it may be, their Coun- 
tenance was not more than neceſſary, 

T he Purity of his Stile, the Delicacy of his Turns, 
and the Juſtneſs of his Characters, were all of them 
Beauties, which the greater Part of his Audience 
were incapable of Taſting: Some of the coarſeſt 
Strokes of Plautus, fo ſeverely cenſur'd by Horace, 
were more likely to affect the Multitude ; ſuch, who 
come with Expectation to laugh at the laſt Act of 
a Play, and are better entertain'd with two or three 
unſeaſonable Jeſts, than with the artful Solution of 
the Fable. 

As Terence excell'd in his Performances, fo 
had he great Advantages to encourage his Un- 
dertakings; for he built moſt on the Foundati- 
ons of Henander His Plots were generally mo- 
dell'd, and his Characters ready drawn to his 
Hand. He copied Menander; and Menander 
had no leſs Light in the Formation of his Cha- 
raters, from the Obſervations of Theophrafius, 
of whom he was a Diſciple; and Theophra/tus 
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The Dedication. 

it is known was not only the Diſciple, hut the 
immediate Succeſſor of Ariſtotle, the firſt and 
greateſt Judge of Poetry. Theſe were great Mo- 
dels to deſign by; and the further Advantage 
which Terence poſſeſs'd, towards giving his Plays 
the due Ornaments of Purity of Stile, and Juſt- 
neſs of Manners, was not leſs conſiderable, from 
the Freedom of Converſation, which was per- 
mitted him with Lelius and Scipio, two of the 
greateſt and moſt polite Men of bis Age. And 
indeed, the Privilege of ſuch a Converſation, is 
the only certain Means of attaining to the Perfection 
of Dialogue, „„ 

If it has happen'd in any Part of this Comedy, 
that I have gain'd a Turn of Stile, or Expreſſion 
more Correct, or at leaſt more Corrigible than in 
thofe which I have formerly written, I muſt, 
with equal Pride and Gratitude, aſcribe it to the 
Honour of Your Lordſhip's admitting me into 
Your Converſation, and that of a Scciety where 
every Body elſe was ſo well worthy of you, in 


-, Your Retirement laſt Summer from the Town: 


For it was immediately after, that this Comedy 
was Written, If I have fail'd in my Performance, 
it is only to be regretted, where there were ſo 


many, not inferior either to a Scipio or a Lelius, 


that there ſhould be one wanting, equal in Capacity 


to a Terence. 


If J am not miſtaken, Poetry is almoſt the 
only Art, which has not yet laid claim to Your 
Lordſhip's Patronage. Architecture, and Paint- 
ing, to the great Honour of our Country, have 
flouriſh'd under Your Influence and Protecti- 
on. In the mean time, Poetry, the eldeſt Si- 


fler of all Arts, and Parent of moſt, _- to 
| | ave 


* 


| The Dedication. | 
have reſign'd her Birth-right, by having neglected 
to pay her Duty to Your Lordſhip ; and by per- 
mitting others of a later Extraction, to prepoſſeſs 
that Place in Your Efteem, to which- none can pre- 
tend a better Title. Poetry, in its Nature, is ſacred 
to the Good and Great; the Relation between them 
is reciprocal, and they are ever propitious to it. It 
is the Privilege of Poetry to addreſs to them, and it 
is their Prerogative alone to give it Protection. 

This receiv'd Maxim is a general Apology for all 
Writers who Conſecrate their Labours to great 
Men: But I could wiſh, at this Time, that this 
Addreſs were exempted from the common Pre- 
tence of all Dedications; and that as I can diſ- 
tinguiſh Your Lordſhip even among the moſt De- 
ſerving, ſo this Offering might become remarkable 
by ſome particular Inſtance of Reſpect, which 
ſhould afſure Your Lordſhip, that I am, with 
all due Senſe of Your extreme Worthmeſs and 


Humanity,: 
My LORD, 
Nur Lordſbip's moſt O bedient, 


and maſt Oblig'd Humble Servant, 


WILLIAM Cox G REE. 


Mr. CO NG RE V k, 


COMEDY 


CALI'D THE 


Way of the WORLD. 


74 HEN Pleaſure s falling io the loau Delight, 
In the vain Foys of the uncertain Sight ; 

No Senſe of Wit when rude Spectators know, 

But in diflorted Geflure, Farce and © how : 

How could, Great Author, your aſpiring Mind 

Dare to write only to the Few Refin'd! 

Yet thi that nice Ambition you purſue, 

"Tis not in Congreve's Power to pleaſe but feau. 

Im licithh devoted to his Fame, 

Well dreſs d Barbarians know his awful Name; 

T jenſelefs they're of Mirth, but when they laugh, 

As they feel Wine, but when, "till drunk, they quafſf, 


On Jou, from Fate, a lavihh Portion fell 
In ea ry wvay of Writing to excell. 
Your Mu/e Applauſe to Arabella brings, 
In Notes as faveet as Arabella fings. 
When: 


CONGREPYE. 


NJ bew-e'er you 1-8 an undiſſembled Moe, 

With faveet Diſtreſs your Rural Numbers flow. 

Paſtora's the Complaint of ev'ry Savain, 

Paſtora ffi] the Echo of the Plain ! 

Or if your Muſe deſcribe, with warming Force, 

The wounded Frenchman falling from his Horſe ; 

And ber own William glorious in the Strife, 

Beftowing on the proſtrate Fee his Life : 

You the great Act as gen rouſiy rehearſe, 

And all the Engliſh Fury's in your Verſe. 

By your ſelected Scenes, and handſom Choice, 

Enobled Comedy exalts her Voice; 

Yeu check unjuſt Efteem and fond Dejire, 

And teach to Scorn, what elſe we ſhould Admire; 

The juſt Impreſſion taught by you wwe bear, 

The Player atts the World, the World the Player 

Whom ftill that World unjuſtly diſeReems, 

Tho' he, alone, profeſſes what he ſeems ; 

But when your Muſe aſſumes her Tragic Part, 

She conquers and ſhe reigns in em ry . ; 

To MOurn abith her Men cheat their private Moe, 

And gen rous Pity's all the Grief they knoaw : 

The Widaw, who impatient of Delay, 

From the Town-joys muſt mask it to the Play, 

Joins ewith your Mourning Bride's refitleſs Moan, 

And weeps a Loſs ſhe ſligbted, when her own , 

You give us Torment, and you give us Eaſe, 

And vary our Aflictions, as you pleaſe. 

IL not a Heart ſo kind as yours in Pain, 

To load your Friends auith Cares you enly feign ; 

Your Friends in Grief, campos d yourſelf, to leave? 

ut tis the only way youll & er deceive. | 
Then fiill, great Sir, your moving Pow'r employ, 

To lull aur Sorrow, and correct our Fey. | 
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PROLOGUE. 


Spoken by Mr. BETTERTON. 


I O F thoſe few Fools, who with ill Stars are cur/t, ' 
Sure ſcribling Fools, calld Poets, fare the worfl; :- 
For they're a ſort of Fools which Fortune makes, | 
And after ſhe has made them Fools, forſakes. 
Fith Nature's Oaſ tis quite a diff rent Caſe, 


: For Fortune fawveurs all her Idiot Race: | 
In her cwn Neſ/t the Cuckow Eggs we find, | F 
O'er which ſhe broods to hatch the Changling-Kind, | 


we Portion for her own ſhe has to ſpare, « 
much ſbe dates on her adopted Care. MY 

1 are Bubbles, by the Town drawn in, — i 

Suffer d at firſt ſome trifling Stakes to win: 

But what unequal Hazards do they run 

Each time they write they venture all they've won - f 

The Squire that's butter'd ftill, is ſure to be undone, 

This Author, heretofore, has found your Favour, | 

But pleads no Merit from lis paſt Bebaviour. 1 


Te | 


9 — w y 
— we N \ . 1 
. - 1 n * ee l — _ * — e 
n * Ig gt © g en nnn * 8 FX : = * * 7 r re * 23 py 
* . K 4 l 


2 


— 
1 


PROLOGUE. 


To build on that might prove a vain Preſumption, 
Shou'd Grants to Poets made, admit Reſumption : f 
And in Parnaſſus he muſt loſe his Seat, 


1f that be found a forfeited Eftate. 
He owns, with T oil, he wrought the following Scenes, 


But if they're naught ne er ſpare him for his Pains : 
Damn him the more; have no Commuſeration 

For Dulneſs on mature Deliberation, © 

He fuwears hell not reſent one hiſs'd-off Scene, 

Nor, lite thoſe peeviſh Wits, his Play maintain, g 
Who, to afſert their Senſe, your Taſte arraign. 
Some Plot we think he has, and ſome new Thought; 
Some Humour too, no Farce; but that's a Fault. 
Satire, he thinks, you ought not to expect; 

For fo Reform'd a Town, who dares Correct ? 

To Pleaſe, this Time, has been his ſole Pretence, 
He'll not Inſtruct, left it ſhould give Offence. 
Shou'd he by Chance a Knave or Fool expoſe, 

That hurts none here, ſure here are none of thoſe. | 

In ſhort, our Play ſhall (with your Leave to ſhew it ) 
Give you one Inſtance of a Paſſive Poet, 

Who to your Fudgments yields all Reſignation ; 

So Save or Damn, after your own De. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


Fainall, in love with Mrs. Marauocd. Mr. Better ton. 
Mirabell, in love with Mrs. Millamant. Mr. V. erbruggen. 


Mitauoud, } Followers of Mrs. Milla- I Mr. Boaben. 


Petulant, mant. Mr. Bowman, 


Sir Wilfull Witwoud, half Brother to 


Witwoud, and Nephew to Lady Mr. Underhill. 
Wiſhfort. 


Waitxvell, Servant to Mirabel. Mr. Bright. 


WOMEN. 


Lady Wihfort, Enemy to Mirabell, | 
for having falfſy pretended Love to p Mrs. Leigh. 
her 


. ke 5 

Mrs. Millamant, A fine Lady, Neice 
to Lady Miſſart, and loves Mira- Mrs. Bracegirdle. 
bell. f £ 


Mrs. Marwoos, Friend to M r. Fainall, Jun, 1 


and likes Mirabell. 
Mrs. Fainall, Daughter to Lady Wiſp- 
fort, and Wife to Fainall, formerly C Mrs. Bowman. 
Friend to Mirabell. | 
Foible, Woman to Lady Wihfort. Mrs. Wilks, 
Mincing, Woman to Mrs. Millamant. Mrs. Prince. 


Dancers, Footmen and Attendants, 


SCENE LONDON. 
The Time equal to that of the Preſentation. 
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ACT I. E LI; 
A Gbhocolate-Houſe.. 


M1RAB 7 LL and FAINALL [ Riſing from Cards.) 4 
BETTY waiting. | 4 


= MIRABELL. 
OU are a fortunate Man, Mr, Fainall. 
| FILING EL 5 
Have we done ? 
MIRA EII. 
What you pleaſe. Ill play on to enter- 
tain you. : 
. 
No, I'll give you your Revenge another time, wh 
you are not ſo indifferent ; you are thinking of ſomething 


elſe now, and play too negligently; the Coldneſs of a 
| | | lofing 


1 23 
4% 


16 The War of the WORLD. 


loſing Gameſter leſſens the Pleaſure of the Winner. I'd no 

more play with a Man that ſlighted his ill F ortune, than 

I'd make Love to a Woman who undervalu'd. the Loſs 

of her Reputation. | 
„ MIRAdAB£ELL* 

*You have a Tafte extremely delicate, and are forrefin- 


ing on your Pleaſures, 
FATINALL. 


Pr'ythee, why ſo reſerv'd? Something has put you out 


of Humour. 
M TRA B Z LI. 


Not at all: T happen to be grave to-day 3 and you are 


that's all. 
| 3 FAINALI. 

Confeſs, Millauant and you quarrell'd laſt Night, af- 
ter I left you; my fair Coufin has ſome Humours that 
wou d tempt the Patience of a Stoic. What, ſome Cox- 
comb came in, and was well receiv'd by her, while you 


were by ? 
MIRAB 2 1 
Mituood and Petulant ; and what was worſe, her Aunt, 
your Wife's Mother, my evil Genius ; or to ſum up all in 


her own Name, my old Lady Wi/fort came in,— 
FAINALL. 
O there it is then—---She has a laſting Paſſion for you, 
and with Reaſon. —— What, then my Wife was there ? 
MI RAB ELI. 
Yes, and Mrs. Marwood and three or tour? more, 


whom I never ſaw before; ſeeing me, they all put on 
their grave Faces, whiſper'd one another; then com- 


plain'd aloud of the Vapours, and after fell into a pro- 


found Silence. 
FAIN 4 LI. 
They had a Mind to be rid of * 


MI RA. 


—— — 1 ET 
— AEIESrIR? agg — — —— — — og — — 
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NI RAB E LI. | 
For which Reaſon I reſoly'd not to ſtir. At laſt the 
good old Lady broke thro? her painful Taciturnity, with 
an Invective againſt long Viſits. I would not have un- 
derſtood her, but Millamant joining in the Argument, I 
roſe and with a conſtrain'd Smile told her, 1 thought no- 
thing was ſo eaſy as to know when a Viſit began to be 
troubleſom ; ſhe redden'd, and I withdrew without ex- 
pecting her Reply. . 
FAINAII. 
You were to btame to reſent what ſhe ſpoke only in 
Compliance with her Aunt, 
- A IT RAB E EL bo 
She is more Miſtreſs of herſelf, than to be under the 
Neceſſity of ſuch a Reſignation, | 
FAINALL.. 
What? tho' half her Fortune depends upon her mar- 
rying with my Lady's Approbation ? 
„ T 
I was then in ſuch a Humour, that I ſhould have been 
better pleas!d if ſhe had been leſs diſcreet. 
FAINALL 
Now I remember, I wonder not they were weary of 
you; laſt Night was one of their Cabal-Nights; they 
have em three times a Week, and meet by turns, at one 
another's Apartments, where they come together like the 
Coroner's- Inqueſt, to ſit upon the Murder'd Reputations 
of the Week. You and I are excluded; and it was once 
propos'd that all the Male Sex ſhou'd be excepted 3 but 
ſome Body mov'd that to avoid Scandal there might be 
one Man of the Community; upon which Motion Mit- 
abend and Petulant were enroll'd Members, 
MIRABE LL. 
And who may have been the Foundreſs of this SeQ? 


My Lady Wi/sfort, J warrant, who publiſhes her Deteſta- 
=" 
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tion of Mankind; and full of the Vigour of fifty five, 
declares for a Friend and Ratafia ; and let Poſterity ſhift 
for itſelf, ſhe'll breed no more. 

FAING LS: | 

The Diſcovery of your ſham Addreſſes to her, to con- 
ceal your Love to her Neice, has provok'd this Separa- 
tion : Had you diſſembled better, Things might have 
continu'd in the State of Nature, : 

MIRABETLLI, 

I did as much as Man cou'd, with any reaſonable Con- 
ſcience ; I proceeded to the very laſt AR of Flattery with 
her, and was guilty of a Song in her Commendation. 
Nay, I got a Friend to put her into a Lampoon, and 
compliment her with the Imputation of an Affair with a 
young Fellow, which I carry'd ſo far, that I told her the 
malicious Town took notice that ſhe was grown fat of a 
ſudden; and when ſhe lay in of a Dropſy, perſuaded her 
the was reported to be in Labour. The Devil's in't, if 
an old Woman is to be flatter'd further, unleſs a Man 
ſhou'd endeavour downright perſonally to debauch her ; 
and that my Virtue forbad me. But for the Diſcovery of 
this Amour, I am indebted to your Friend, or your Wife's 

Friend, Mrs. Marawood. 33 | 
; FAINALL. 

What ſhou'd provoke her to be your Enemy, unleſs ſhe 
has made you Advances, which you have lighted ? Wo- 
men do not eaſily forgive Omiſſions of that Nature. 

TT 

She was always civil to me, till of late; I confeſs I 
am not one of thoſe Coxcombs who are apt to interpret 
a Woman's good Manners to her Prejudice ; and think 


that ſhe who does not refuſe em every thing, can refuſe 


'em nothing. 


FAI N- 


g 
| 


= 4 — 
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FAINALL. 


You are a gallant Man, Mirabell; and tho you may 
have Cruelty enough, not to ſatisfy a Lady's Longing ; 


you have too much Generoſity, not to be tender of her 


Honour. Yet you ſpeak with an Indifference which ſeems 
to be affected; and confeſſes you are conſcious of a Neg- 
ligence. 
MIRABELL. 

You purſue the Argument with a Diſtruſt that ſeems to 
be unaffeRed ; and confeſſes that you are conſcious of a 
Concern for which the Lady is more e. to you, 
ad is your Wife, | 
FAINALL. 

"*s, fy, Friend; if you grow cenſorieus I 8 * 
vou: I'll look upon the Gameſters in the next 


Room. 
Rp” MIRASBELL. 
: Who are they ? | 
FAINALL. 
Petulant and Witauoud —— Bring me ſome Chocolate. 
MIRABELL 
Betty, what ſays your Clock ? 
BETTE 
Turn'd of the laſt Canonical Hour, Sir. 
MIRABELL. 


How pertinently the Jade anſwers me ! Ha ? 3 
one 0 * [ Looking on bis Watch] O, y are come 


SCENE. 


20 The Wav of the WoRLD. 


SCENE II. 


MIAABBE L I . 


MIRA F ELL. 
ELL; is the grand Affair over? You have been 
ſomething tedious, 
SERFVANT. - 

Sir, there's ſuch coupling at Pancras, that they tand 
behind one another, as twere a Country Dance. Ours 
was the laſt Couple to lead up; and no Hopes appearing 
of Diſpatch, beſides, the Parſon growing hoarfe, we 
were afraid his Lungs'wou'd have fail'd before it came to 

our Turn; ſo we drove round to Dukt';-Place i and there 
they were rivetted in a trice. 
MIRABELL. 
So, ſo, you are ſure they are married, 
SERFANT. 
Married and Bedded, Sir: J am Witneſs. 
MIRA BELL. 
Have you the Certificate? 
| SER VA N T. 
Jl it is, Sir. 1 
M TRABELL 
Has the Tailor brought Waitavell's Cloaths home, and 


the new Liveries ? ? | 
SE R VAN 7. 


MIRABT L L. 
That's well. Do you go home again, d'ye hear, and 


adj . the Conſummation till farther A. ; bid Wait- 
avell 


Yes, Sir, 
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avel] ſhake 12 RR and Dame Partlet ruſtle up her 
Feathers, and meet me at One o'Clock by Ro/amond's 
Pond; that I may ſee her before ſhe returns to her Lady: 
And as you tender your Ears be ſecret, 


SCENE III. 


MIRABE LL, ys ries rr 


FA INALL, 

OY of your Succeſs, Mirabell; you look pleas'd. 
J „„ ß 

Ay; I have been engag'd in a Matter of ſome ſort of 
Mirth, which is not yet ripe for Diſcovery. I am glad 
this is not a Cabal-Night. I wonder, Fainall, that you 
who are married, and of conſequence ſhould be diſcreet, 
will ſuffer your Wife to be of ſuch a Party. 

WW. 

Faith, I am not jealous. Beſides moſt who are en- 
gag'd are Women and Relations; and for the Men, they 
are ve, a Kind too contemptible to give Scandal. 

MIRABELTL.. 

8 am of another Opinion. The greater the Coxcomb, 
always the more the Scandal: For a Woman who is 
not a Fool, can have but one Reaſon for aſſociating with 
a Man who is one. 

FAINALL., 

Are you jealous as often as you ſee Vitauond entertain d 
by Millamant 1 
IRA BEL Z. 

Of her Underſtanding I am, if not of her Perſon. 
FAIN- 


—— — 
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FAINALL. 
You do her Wrong ; for to give her her Due, ſhe has 
Wit, 
| MIRABELL. 


She has Beauty enough to make any Man think ſo; 
and Complailance enough not to contradict him who ſhall 
tell her ſo. 

FAINALL. 

For a paſſionate Lover, methinks you are a Man 

ſomewhat too diſcerning in the Failings of your Miſ- 


MIRABELL. | 

Arid for a diſcerning Man, ſomewhat too paſſionate a 
Lover ; for I like her with all her Faults ; nay, like her 
for her Faults. Her Follies are ſo natural, or ſo artful, 
that they become her; and thoſe Affectations which in 
another Woman wou'd be odious, ſerve but to make her 
more agreeable, III tell thee, Fainall, ſhe once us'd me 
with that Inſolence, that in Revenge I took her to pieces; 
ſifted her, and ſeparated her Failings; I ſtudy'd 'em, and 
got 'em by Rote. The Catalogue was ſo large, that I 
was not without Hopes, one Day or other, to hate her 
heartily: To which end I ſo us'd myſelf to think of em, 
that at length, contrary to my Deſign and Expectation, 
they gave me ev'ry Hour leſs Diſturbance ; till in a 
few Days it became habitual to me, to remember *em 
without being diſpleas d. They are now grown as fa- 
miliar to me as my own Frailties ; and in all probability 
in a little time longer I ſhall like em as well. 

FAINALL. 

Marry her, marry her; be half as well acquainted 
with her Charms, as you are with her Deſects, and my 
Life on't, you are your own Man again, 
_QMIRABELEIE. 

Say you ſo ? 


BAIN: 
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FAINALL 


I, I, I have Ex Perienes: I have a Wife, and ſa 
forth. | 


SCENE IV. 


[ To them ] Mys$SENGER 


MESSENGER. 
I S one Squire Witwoud here? 
# &7 TT. 
Yes ; What's your Buſineſs ? 
MESSENGER. © 
J have a Letter for him, from his Brother Sir ;/fu#, 
which I am charg'd to deliver into his own Hands. 
SETTE 
He's in the next Room, Friend-———that way. 


I > >; oy 
4 — 


e N 
eee 


— 2, 
. 


MIA ABE LI, FAIN ALI, BETTY, 


M 1 R ABEL L. 
HAT, is the chief of that noble ee in Town; 
Sir Wilfull Witwoud ! 
FAINALL. 
He is expected to-day, Do you know him? 


MIR A. 


32 * D — 
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+ MIRABELL. 
I 3 ſeen him, he promiſes to be an extraordinary 
Perſon; I think you have — Honour to be related to 


him. 

Ves; be i is half — — to this Witavoud by a former 
Wife, who was Siſter to my Lady Miſtfrt, my Wife's 
Mother, If you marry n, you muſt call Couſins 


too. 
MIX 4 BE LI. 
J had rather be his Relation than his Acquaintance, - 
FAINALL. 
He comes to Town in order to equip himſelf for Travel. | 
MIRABFEL. + 
For Travel! Why the Man that I mean is above Forty. 
FAINALL, 


No matter for that; *tis for the Honour of England, 
that all Zarope ſhould know we have Blockheads of all 


Ages. 
MIRA BE LI. 
I wonder there is not an Act of Parliament to fave 
the Credit of the Nation, and prohibit the Exportation 


of Fools. 
FA 1 NALTL. 
By no means, tis better as tis; tis better to Trade 
with a little Loſs, than to be quite eaten up, with being 


overſtock'd, 
MIRABELT. 


Pray, are the Follies of this Knight-Errant, and thoſe 


of the Squire his Brother, any thing related ? 


F&ENALL. 


Not at all; Vitwoud grows by the Knight, like a 


Medlar grafted on a Crab. One will melt in your Mouth, 
and t'other ſet your Teeth on Edge; one is all Pulp, and 
the other all Core, 


MIR A. 
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MIRABELL, 

FF one will be Rotten before he be Ripe, and the other 

will be Rotten without ever being Ripe at all. 
FAINALL © 

Sir W;/full is an odd Mixture of Baſhfulneſs and Ob- 
ſtimnacy.---But when he's drunk, he's as loving as the 
Monſter in the Tempeſt ; and much after the ſame man- 
ner. To give tother his due, he has ſomething of * 
Nature, and does not always want Wit. 

MIRXABEII. 

Not always; but as often as his Memory fails him, and 
his Common-Place of Compariſons. He is a Fool with 
a good Memory, and ſome few Scraps of other Folks 
Wit. He is one whoſe Converſation can never be approv'd, 
yet it is now and then to be endur d. He has indeed one 


good Quality, he is not Ex m_—_— ; for he ſo paſſionately 
affects the Reputation of underſtanding Raillery, that he 


will conſtrue an Affront into a Jeſt, and call ONION 
Rudeneſs and ill Language Satire and Fire. 
FAINALEL. 
If you have a mind to finiſh his Picture, you have an 
Opportunity to do it at full 7%, th Behold the Original. 


| 1 ge NN | : E C —_ Tag JJ 
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8CENE VI. 
{To them] W ITW Our . 


VII ITVO UD. | 
Ar FORD me your Compaſſion, my Dears; pity 
me, Fainall, Mirabell, pity me. | | 
MIRABELL. 
I do from my Soul, 
Vo L. III. 
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|  _FATNALL. 
Why, what's the Matter? 
| -- WI1TWOUD. 
No Letters for me, 71 ? 
$4 BETTY. 
Did not a Meſtenger bring you one but . Sir ? 
* * DD. 
* ier — 
No, Sir. 
1. 1 7 W OU D. 


That's hard, that's very hard; A Meſſenger, a Mule, 
a Beaſt of Burden, he has brought me a Letter from the 
Fool my Brother, as heavy as a Panegyric in a Funeral 


Sermon, or a Copy of Commendatory Verſes from one 


Poet to another. And what's worſe, tis as ſure a Fore- 
runner of the Author, as an Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
: MIRAB ELI. 
A Fool, and your Brother, Witwoud ! 
WITWOUD. 
4 ay, my half Brother. My half Brother be bs, 
no nearer, upon Honour. 
MIRABELL. 
Then *tis poſſible he may be but half a Fool. 
WITWOUD. 

Good, ks, Mirabell, le Nrole] Good, geod! ang 
him, don” t let's talk of him 3——Fainal, how does your 
Lady? Gad, I ſay any thing in the World to get this 
Fellow out of my Head. I beg Pardon that I ſhou'd ask 
a Man of Pleaſure, and the Town, a Queſtion at once 
fo Foreign and Domeſtic. But I talk like an old Maid 
ata Marriage, I don't know what I a; But ſhe” s the 
beſt Woman in the World, 


AI N. 
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FAINALL.. 


"Tis well you don't know. what you ſay, or elſe your 
Commendation would 80 near to make 1 me either Vain 


or Jealous. 
Ir 77 0 U D. 
No Man in Town lives well with a Wie but Fainall, | 
' Your Judgment, Mirabell. | 
MIR GLBBLSc 1s 
You had better ſtep and ask his Wife ; if - you v wou d 
be credibly inform'd. a 


WiTWOUD. 
Mirabell. 
| MIRABELL. 
Ay. 

WITWO UD. 


My Dear, I ask ten Thoufand Pardons ;-—Gad I have 
forgot what I was going to ſay to you. 
MIRAB ELI. 
I thank you heartily, heartily. 
WITWOUD. 
No, but pr*ythee excuſe me,. my Memory is ſuch 


a Memory. 
MIRABELL. | 
Have a care of ſuch Apologies, Witwoud eser 1 
never knew a Fool but he affected to complain, either 
5 the Spleen or his Memory. 
N FTAINAILI. 
What have you done with Petulant? 
WITWOUD. | 
He's reckoning his Moy Mony it was 
J have no Luck to-day. : | 
 FAINAL Z. 
Vou may allow him to win of you at Play for you 
are ſure to be too hard for him at Repartee: Since you mo- 
nopolize the Wit that is between you, the Fortune muſt 


he his of Courſe. B 2 MIX A- 
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MIRABELL, © 

I don't find that Petulam confeſſes the N of 

Wit to be your Talent, Vitavoud. 
WITWOU D. 

Come, come, you are malicious now, and i breed 
Debates --Petu/ant's'my Friend, and a very pretty Fel- 
low, and a very honeſt Fellow, and has a ſmattering 
Faith and Troth a pretty deal of an odd fort of a ſmall 
Wit: Nay, I'll do him Juſtice. I'm his Friend, I won 't 
wrong him And if he had any Judgment i in the 
World — he wou'd not be altogether contemptible. 
Come, come, don't detract from the Merits of my 


Friend. 
FAINALL. 
You don't take your Friend to be over-nicely bred ? 
| WITWOUD. 


No, no, hang him, the Rogue has no Manners at all, 
that I muſt own.----No more Breeding than a Bum- baily, | 
that I grant you Tis pity ; the Fellow has Fire and 
Life, 

M1R A B E * L. 
What, Courage ? | 
WITWOUD. 

Hum, faith I don't know as to that, I can't ſay asto that. 

Ves, faith, in a Controverſy he'll contradict ay Body. 
MIRABELLI. © 

Tho' *twere a Man whom he fear d, or a Woman 

whom he lov d. | 
W 1 T WOU D. 

Well, well, he does not always think before he ſpeaks : 
We have all our Failings; you are too hard upon 
him, you are, faith. Let me excuſe him, -I can defend 
moſt of his Faults except one or two ; one he has, that's 
the Truth on't, if he were my Brother, I cou'd not ac- 
quit him---That indeed I cou'd wiſh were otherwiſe, 

MI R A- 
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| MIRABELL. 

Ay marry, what's that, YVitwoud ? 

WITW-OUD. 

O parden me Expoſe the Infirmities of my Friend! 

NG, my Dear, excuſe me there. 
FAINALL. 

What I warrant he's unũncere, or 'tis ſome ſuch 
Trifle. 

-WITWOUD. 

We” no, what if he be? Tis no matter for that, Ris 
Wit will excuſe that: A Wit ſhou'd no more be ſincere, 
than a Woman conſtant ; one argues a Decay of * 
as other of Beauty. 

NMIRAB ELI. 

May be you think him too poſitive ? 

 WITVWOUD. 

No, no, his being politive is an Incentive to Argu- 
ment, and keeps up Converſation. 
| 3 
| Too illiterate. 

nu 0 U D. 
That! that's his Happineſs---His want of n gives 
him the more Opportunities to ſhew his natural Parts. 
MIRABELL, 

He wants Words. 
WITWOUD.. | 

Ay; but I like him for that now; for his want of 
Wards gives me the Pleaſure very often to I his 
A | 

FA IN 4 L bf 


WITWOUD. 
No, that's not it. 
MIRABELL 


B 3 WI T- 


He 8 Impudent ? 


Vain ? 
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WITW OUD. 


No: 
MIR ABELL. 
© What, he ſpeaks unſeaſonable Truths ſometimes, be: 
cauſe he has not Wit enough to invent an Evaſion. 
#FITWOUD. 

Truths ! Ha, ha, ha! No, no ſince you will have it, 
l mean, he never ſpeaks Truth at all---That's all. 
He will lie like a Chambermaid, or a Woman of Qua- 
Ity's Porter. Now * is a Faule. | 


WEN? PINE YR2 BPAK CS 
. ES ä >) 


SCENE VII. 
c them) o n. 


COACHMAN 5 
S Maſter Peiulant here, Miſtreſs? 
B E 7 . 


COACEMA N. 
Three Gentle women in a Coach would * with him, 
 FAINALE, | 


O dbeav Fe 8 Three f 
3 ET 


Yes. 


z 


| TTY. 
COACHMAN. 


You mult bring two Diſhes of Chocolate and a Glaſ 
of Cinnamon-water.. 


2913 
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8 C EN E VIII. 
me 5 Wir woes 


T H AT mould be for two faking vets and a 
Bawd troubled with the Wind. Now you may 
know what the Three are. | * 
NA 7 
You are very free with. your Friend's Acquaintance, 
WITWOUD. 

. Ay, Friendſhip without Freedom is as dull a 
Love without Enjoyment, or Wine without Toaſting ; 
but to tell you a Secret, theſe are Trulls whom he al- 
lows Coach-hire, and ſomething more by the Week, to 
call on him once a Day at public Places. 

MIR 4 BEL L. 

How ! 

W1 þ Wu 0 U D. 

You ſhall ſee he won't go to em becauſe there's no 
more Company here to take notice of him Why 
this is nothing to what he us'd to do ; —— Before he 
found out this way, I have known him call for him- 
ſelf, — 
| FAINALL: 

Call for himſelf? What doſt thou mean ? 

| W1TW OUD. 

Mean! why, he wou'd ſlip you out of this 8 
houſe, juſt when you had been talleing to him — As 
ſoon as your Back was turn d Whip he was gone ;- 
Then trip to his Lodging, clap on a Hood and Scarf, and 


A No, ſlap into a rr Coach and drive hither to 
4 the 
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the Door again in a trice where he would ſend in for 
himſelf, that I mean, call for himſelf, wait for himſelf, 
nay and what's more, not finding himſelf, ſometimes leave 
a Letter for himſelf, - 5 
-MIRABELL. 9 

J confeſs this is ſomething extraordinary ] be- 
lieve he waits for himſelf now, 51 is ſo long a coming; 
O I asK his Pardon. 


MN A N NI 
Wag "Fs 2 N 


3 0 E N E IX 
| PE&TULANT, MIRABRLL, Fainatt, Wirwoup, BETTY. 


r TE 
8 IR, the Coach ſtays. 
PETULAN 7. 

Well, well; I come— Sbud a Man had as good be 
a profeſs'd Midwife, as a profeſs'd Whoremaſter, at this 
rate ; to be knock'd up and ais d at all Hours, and in all 
Places. Pox on 'em, I won't come---D'ye hear, tell 
'em I won't come. Let em ſnivel _ cry thejr 


Hearts out. 
54 INA L 25 
Vou are very cruel, Petulant. 
PE TULANT. 
Alls one, let it paſs 1 have a Humour to be cruel, 
MIRABELL. | 
I hope they are not Perſons of Condition that 0 uſe 
a this rate. 
P F TUL 4 N T. 


Condition! Condition's a 1 Fig, if I am not in 
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MIRABELL. Ei 
| What-d'ye- cal ems I What are they, Witwoud 4 
| WITWOUD. 

Empreſſes, wy Dear-—-By your What- -d'ye- call-'ems 

he means Sultana Queens. 
| | 2 7 U 14 NT. 

Af; * 4. 

Ml RA BE L "a 

C ou Mercy: 

77 FAINALL, 
| Wirwout ſays they are — 
PETUL 4 NT. 
What does he ſay th are? 
ITV O UD.. 

I? fine Ladies, 1 ſay. 

Paſs on, Wi r a 58 this Light, his Rela · 
tions —= Two Coheireſſes his Couſins, and an old Aunt, 
who loves Catterwauling better than a Conventicle. 

 WITWOUD. 
Ha, ha, ha; I had a Mind to ſee how the Rint 
wou'd come off Ha, ha; ha; Gad I can't be angry 
with him ; if he had ſaid they were he Mother and my 


Siſters, 
$2; M 1 R 4 B E bt L. 
No! 
WITW 0 UD. 
No; the Rogue s Wit and Readineſs of Invention 
charm me. Dear Petulant! _ | 
; BETT L. 
They x are gone, Sir, in great Anger. 
PETULANT. 


Enough, let 'em WR 72 4g helps Complexion, 
ſaves Paint. 3 Send 


B 5 FAI N. 
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 »FATNALL. 
This Continence is all diſſembled; this is in order te 


have ſomething to'brag of the next time he makes Court 
to Millamant, and mY he has abandon'd the whole 


Sex for her Sake. 


Have you not lf off your yo Pretenſions there 
yet? I ſhall cut your Throat, ſome time or 1 Pe- 


ljulant, about that Buſineſs. 
PETU LAN 7. 


Ay, ay, let that . are other Throats | 
to be cut. 


MIRABELL. 


_ Meaning mine, Sir? 
PE TULANT. 


Not I,-----I mean no Body-----I knaw nothing 
But there are Uncles and Nephews in the World 
And they may be Rivals——— What then! Alls one for 


that 
MIRABELL, 
How ! Harkee Pezulant, come hither——Explain, or 


I ſhall call your Interpreter. 
PETULANT. 


Explain ! I know nothing Why, you have an 
Uncle, have you not, lately come to 'Town, and lodges 


15 my Lady Miqfori's? 
M I RABELTL. 
"True; 
PETULA 8 
Why that's enough Vou and he are not Friends; 
and if Fo ſhould marry and have a Child, you may be 


difinherited, ha ? 
MIRABEZLLUI. 


Where haſt thou ſtumbled upon all this Truth ? 
PETU. 


CET SW 
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PETULA NT. | 

Al s one for that; why then ſay I know ſomething. 

 MIRABELL. 

Cami: thou art an honeſt Fellow, Petulant, wa ſhalt 
make Love to my Miſtreſs, thou ſha't, Faith, What 
haſt thou heard of my Uncle? 

FTT. 

I, nothing, I. If Throats are to be cat, let Swords 

claſh ; Snug's the Word, I ſhrug and am ſilent, 
MIRABELL. 

O Raillery, Raillery. Come, I know thou art in he 
Womens Secrets——V chat you're a Cabaliſt, I know you. 
ſaid at Millamant's laſt Night, after I went. Was there 
any Mention made of my Uncle, or me? Tell me. If 
thou hadſt but good Nature equal to thy Wit, Petulant, 
Tony Witwoud, who is now thy Competitor in Fame, 
would ſhew as dim by thee as a dead Whiting's Eye by a 
Pearl of Orient; he wou'd no more be ſeen by thee, 
than Mercury is by the Sun ? Come, I'm ſure thou wo't 


tell me. 
PETULANT. | 
If I do, will you grant me common Senſe then, for 


the future ? 
MIRABELL. 


Faith I'll do what I can for thee, and Pll pray that 
Heav'n may grant it thee in the mean time. 
PETULAN 7 
Well, Harkee. | 
FAINALL 
Petulant and you both will find Mirabell as warm 2 


Rival as a Lover. 
WITWOUD. 


Pſhaw, pſhaw, that ſhe laughs at Petulant is plain. 
And for my part — But that it is almoſt a Faſhion to 
admire her, I ſhould-mm——arkee- -To tell you a 

Secret, 
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Secret, but let it go no further Between 78 
1 * never break my Heart for her. | 2 


FAINALL. 
How! N 
Io U b. b | | 
| She s handſom; but ſhe's a ſort of an uncertain Wo- 
man. | 
| FAINALL. 
I thought you had dy'd for her. 
| WITWO 9. 
| 3 FAINALL.. 
She has Wit. 
WITWOUD. 


"Tis what ſhe will bardly allow any body elſ 
Now, Demme, I ſhou'd hate that, if ſhe were as hand- 
ſom as e. Mirabell is not 0 ſure of her as he 


thinks for. 
FAINALE. 
Why do you think ſo ? 
 WITWOUD. 


We flaid pretty late there laſt Night ; and heard ſome- 
thing of an Uncle to Mirabell, who is lately come to 
Town, -- and is between him and the beſt Part of his 
Eſtate; Mirabell and he are at ſome Diſtance, as my 
Lady ißt fort has been told; and you know ſhe hates 


Mirabell, worſe than a Quaker hates a Parrot, or than a 


Fiſhmonger hates a hard Froſt. Whether this Uncle has 
ſeen Mrs. Millamant or not, I cannot ſay; but there were 
Items of ſuch a Treaty being in Embrio ; and if it 
ſhould come to Life, poor Mirabell weu'd be in ſome 
fort unfortunately fobb'd i faith. 
FAINAEL. cc 
_ Tis impoſſible Millamant ſhould hearken to it. 


WIT: 
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WITWOUD. 
Faith, my Dear, I can't tell ; 1 A Woman and a 
kind of a Humouriſt. 
MIRABE LL. | 
And this is the Sum of what you cou'd collect lan 
Night? | 3 
'PE TULANT. EL. 


The 99 May be Vinauuud knows more, he 
ſtaid longer ——Befides, they never wind him; they ſay 
any thing before him. 


MIR 45 EL. * 
3 thought you had been the greateſt Favourite. 
„ 8 
Ay tate à tte; But not in Public, becauſe I make 
| Remarks. 
5 MIRA E LE. 
| PE 70 LAN. 


15. ay, pox Tm malicious, Man. Now he 8 „ foft, 
you know, they are not in awe of him The Fel- 
low's well bred, he's what you call a---What-d' ye-call” em. 
A fine Gentleman, but he's filly withal. 

MIRABELL. | 

I thank you. I know as much as my Cariokity re- 
guires. Fainall, are you for the Malt? © 
 "FAITNALE. 

Ay, PI take a Turn before Dinner. 

WITWOUD. . 
Ay, w e all walk in the Park; the Ladies talked of 


being there. 4 


MIRABELL, 
I thought you were oblig d to watch for your Brother 
Sir as Arrival, 


. T. 
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ITW OUD. 
No, no, he comes to his Aunt' s, my Lady M iſgſart; 
x on him, I ſhall. be troubled with him too; what 
ſhall I do with the Fool? 
PET UL ANT, 
Beg him for his Eſtate ; that I may beg you afier- 
wards ; and ſo have but one Trouble with you both, 
WITWOQUD. 
O rare Petulant z thou art as quick as Fire in a froſty 
Morning ; thou ſhalt to the Mall with us; and well be 


very ſevere. 
p EU L A V. 

n. I'm in a Humour to be ſevere, 

MIRABELL. 

Are you ? Pray then walk by yourſelves, — Let nat 
us be acceſſary to your putting the Ladies out of Coun- 
tenance, with. your ſenſeleſs Ribaldry ; which you roar 
out aloud as often as they paſs by you; and when you 
have made a handſom Woman bluſh, then you think 
you have been ſevere. _ | 

PETUL ANT. 

What, what? Then let em either ſhew their Inno- 
cence by not underftanding what they hear, or elſe ſhew 
cheir Diſcretion by not hearing what they wou'd not be 
thought to underſtand. | 

MIRABELL. 

But haſt not thou then Senſe enough to know that thou 
ought'ſ to be moſt aſham'd thyſelf, when thou haſt put 
another out of Countenance ? _ 

PETULANT. 
Not I, by this Hand always take Bluſhing ei- 


ther for a Sign of Guilt, or ul Breeding. 


MIRA. 


WT WFP. 
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MIRABELL. ves 

I confeſs you ought to think ſo. Vou are in the right, 

that you may plead the Error 1 N Judgment i in ** 
fence of your Practice. 


Where Modgſtiys ill Manners, tis but fit 
That. Impudence and Malice paſs for Wit. 


End of | the PFirft AF. 


Mett, > I. 


ACT u. SCENE I. 
JAMES“ PARK. 


Mrs, Fa IN AL L and Mrs MARWO Op. 


Mrs. FAI VAL I. 
P, ay, dear Maragod, if we will be hap- 


20 py, we mult find the Means in ourſelves, 
and among. ourſelves. Men are eyer in 


Extremes; either doating or averſe. While 


e Senſe, their Jealouſies are inſupportable: 
And when they ceaſe to Love, (we ought to think at 
leaſt) they lothe; they look upon us with Horror and 
Diſtaſte ; they meet us like the Ghoſts of —_ we were, 
and as from ſuch, fly from us. 

Mrs. MARWOOD. 

True, tis an unhappy Circumſtance of Life, that Love 
ſhou'd ever die before us; and that the Man ſo often ſhou'd 
out-live the Lover. But ſay what you will, *tis better to 
be left, than never to have been lov'd. To paſs our 
Youth in dull Indifference, to refuſe the Sweets of Life 
becauſe they once muſt leave us, is as prepoſterous as to 
wiſh to have been born Old, becauſe we one Day muſt 
be Old. For my part, my Youth may wear and waſte, 
but it ſhall never ruſt in my Poſſeſſion, 


Mrs, 
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Mrs. FA 1NA 1 
Then it ſeems you diſſemble an Averſion to Mankind, 
only in compliance to my Mother's Humour. 
Mr, MAR OO D. 
Certainly. To be free; I have no Taſte of thoſe in- 
ſipid dry Diſcourſes, with which our Sex of Force muſt 
entertain themſelves, apart from Men. We may affect 
Endearments to each other, proſeſs eternal Friendſhips, 
and ſeem to dote like Lovers ; but 'tis not in our Natures 
long to perſevere. Love will reſume his Empire in our 
Breaſts, and every Heart, or ſoon or late, receive and 
re-admit him as its lawful Tyrant. 
Bleſs me, how e 1 been a 6170 f Why, you pro- 


feſs a Libertine. 
Vb. M4 R 10 O b. 
You ſee my Friendſhip by my Freedom. Come, be as 
ſincere, acknowledge that your Sentiments agree with mine, 
Mrs, FA 17 N A L DL. 


Mrs. MARWOOD. 
You hate Mankind ? 
| 75 Ma. FAINALL. 


Heartily, Inveterately. . _ 
Mrs. M4 R . O 0 D. 


-- Your Husband # : 
Moſt and +, 3 ay, cho 1 ay it, meritoriouſly, 
Mrs. MARIO O D. | 


| Give me your Hand upon it. 
Mrs. FA [ NA L Ge 


There. 
Mrs. M 4 R wo @ IL. 
J join with you; what I have ſaid has been to try 


you. 
Mrs. 


Never. 


N. 
11188 
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MIS. FAINALL 
Ts it Poſſible ? Doſt thou hate thoſe Viren, Men? 
Mrs. M4 RVOO D. a 


I have done hating em, and am now come to deſpiſe 
'em; the next thing I have to do, is eternally to forget 
'em. | 
Mrs. FAINALL. e 
There ſpoke the Spirit of an Amazon, a Pencbeſſca. 
Mrs. MARWOOD. 
And yet I am thinking ſometimes to carry wp Aver- 
fion further. | 
Mrs. FAINAETL: 
How ? , 
Mrs. MARWOOD. 

Faith, by marrying; if I could but find one that 
lov'd me very well, and would be throughly ſenſible of 
ill Uſage, I think I ſhould do myſelf the Toney of u un- 
dergoing the Ceremony. 

Mrs. FAINA L J. 

You would not make him a Cuckold? 

Mrs. MA RW OO D. 


No; but I'd make him believe I did, add that's as bad. | 


Mrs. FAINA LI. 


Why, had you not as good do it ? 
Mrs. MARWOOD. © 
O if he ſhou'd ever diſcover i it, he wow'd then know 
the worſt, and be out of his Pain; bat I wou'd have him 
ever to continue upon the Rack of Fear and Jealouſy. 
Mrs. FAINALLT. 
Tngenious Miſchief! Wou'd thou wert married to Mi- 


rabell. 
Mrs. MARV OO D. 
Wou'd I were. 
* Mrs. FAINALL. 


You change Colour. 8 
Mrs. 


The War of te Won rp. 43 


Reinnfs I hate bim. ? 
of IS | 
So do I; but I can hear him nam'd.' But what Reaſon 
have you to hate him in particular? 
Mrs. MA RW OO D. | 
never lov'd him ; he is, and always was  infaſfrably 


proud, 
| Mrs, PATNA LE. 

By the Reaſon you give for your Averfion, one wou'd 
think it diſſembled; for you have laid a Fault to his 
Charge, of which his Enemies muſt acquit him. 

Mrs. MA R NO O D. 
O then it {cis you are one of his favourable Enemies. 


Methinks you look. a little pale, and now Nw! fluſh 


again. 
Mrs, FAINALLI. 
Do T? I think I am a little fick o'the ſudden, 
What ails you? 
| Mrs. FA IN 4 L 15 ä 


My Husband. Don't you ſes him ? He turp'd ſhore 
upon me unawares, and has al overcome me. 


„ CENTS 
[To them] Eb N 4 L and MIRA E L Le 


Mrs. MARWOOD. 


H“ ha, ha; F.. comes opportunely for you 
Mrs. FAINALL. 

For you, for he has brought Mirabell with him. 

FAIN: 
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r 
My Dear ! 
Mr, FAI NA E L. 


My Soul 1 
i» AAILNAG LL. 
You don't look well to-day, Child. 
Mrs. F A I NALL. 


D'ye think ſo? 
MI RA B N 
5 He is the only Man that does, Madam. 
| Mrs FA INALLI © 
The only Man that wou d tell me fo at leaſt ; wy the 
only Man from whom 1 could hear it without Mortifica- 


tion. | 52 
FAI NVA EE. T | 

O my Dear, I am ſatisfy d of your Tenderneſs ; 1 cr 
you cannot reſent any thing from me ; ** what 1 18 
an effect of my Concern. | 

Mrs. FAI NAI I. 

Mr. Mirabell my Mother interrupted you in a pleaſant 
Relation laſt Night: I wou'd fain hear it out. 
| MIRABELLI. 

The Perſons concern'd in that Affair, have yet 2 tole- 
rable Reputation ————] am afraid Mr. e will þ be 


cenſorious. | 
Mrs, F 4 IN 4 1. Wi 
He has a Humour more prevailing than his Cariokity, 
and will willingly diſpenſe with the hearing of one ſcan- 
dalous Story, to avoid giving an Occaſion to make ano- 
ther by being ſeen to walk with his Wife. This way, 
Mr. Mirabell, and I . you will oblige us both. 


44 The War of the 1 7 158 


858 N . 
8 CEN E 


r 8 74 Fo 
RY Ie N D E 6) 1 W 2 dS 2 VEST 
; N pt. )\ A 
; 3 


— 


e. 


IW c E N E nit; 
FalNAL 1, Mrs, Ma RW O O p. 


F AI VAI I. 
7 Xcellent Creature! Well, ſure if I ſhou'd live to be 
rid of my Wife, I ſhou'd be a miſerable Man, 
MIS. MAR 1. 00D. a 
Ay! 
FAINAII. 
For having only that one Hope, the Accompliſhment 
of it, of Conſequence, muſt put an end to all my Hopes ; 


and what a Wretch is he who muſt ſurvive his Hopes ! 
Nothing remains when that Day comes, but to fit down 


and weep like Alexander, when he wanted N Worlds 


to conquer. | 
| Mrs. MARWOOD. 
Will you not follow em? 

— FAINALL, 
Faith, I think not. 

Mrs. MARWO o De- 
Pray let us; I have a Reaſon. 

F AINAII. 
You are not jealous ? H 
| Mrs. MARIO O D. 
Of whom ? 4 

. FAINGASL. - 
Of Mirabell. wr I 


IfT am, 1s it inconſiſtent with my Love to you that I 


am tender of your Honour? 
1 | FAIN: 
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.  £# A LN 4A bb. 
' You wou'd intimate then, as if here! were a fellow- 
feeling between my Wife and him. 
Mrs. MARWQOD. 
J think ſhe does not hate him to that _ ſhe wou'd 


be. thought. 
FA I VAL. 
But he, I fear, is too inſenſible. 
Mrs. MARV OO DD. 
* may be you are deceiv'd. 
1 
It may be ſo. I do not now begin to apprehend it. 
Mrs. M A ROO D. 


What? 
F AI N 4A LI. 
That I have been deceiv'd, Madam, and you are falle. 
Mrs. MARWOOD. 
That I am falſe! What mean you? 
FATNALL, | 

To let you know I ſee through all your little eee 
Come, you both love him; and both have equally diſſem- 
bled your Averſion. Your mutual Jealouſies of one ano- 
ther have made you claſh till you have both ſtruck Fire, 
I have ſeen the warm Confeſſion redning on * Cheeks, 


and ſparkling from your Eyes. 
Mrs. M 4% 00 D. 


Vou do me wrong. 
FA INA LI. 


J do not Twas for my Eaſe to overſee and wil- 
fully neglect the groſs Advances made him by my Wife; 
that by permitting her.to be engag'd, I might continue 
unſuſpected in my Pleaſures; and take you oftner to my 
Arms in full Security. But cou'd you thin nk, becauſe the 
nodding Husband wou'd not wake, that Cer the watchful 


Lover ſlept? 


The Way of the WoRLD. 47 
| Mrs. MA RWOOD. 
And wherewithal can you reproach me? 
FAINALL, 
With Insa. with loving * 4 with Love of 
Mirabell. 
Mrs. MARWOO D. 
"Tis falſe. I challenge you to ſhew an Inſtance that 


can confirm your groundleſs Accuſation. I hate him. 
FAINAELL, 


WT wherefore do you hate him? He is inſenſible, 
and your Reſentment follows his Negle&. An Inſtance ! 


The Injuries you have done him are a Proof: Vour in- 
terpoſing in his Love. What Cauſe had you to make 


Diſcoveries of his pretended Paſſion? to undeceive the 


credulous Aunt, and be the officious Obſtacle of his 
Match with Millamant? 
Mrs. MARWOOD. 
My Obligations to my Lady urg'd me: I had profeſs'd 
a Friendſhip to her; and could not ſee her eaſy Nature 
fo abus'd by that Diſſembler. 
FAINALT. | 
What, was it Conſcience then? Proſeſs'd a Friendſni p! 
O the pious Friendſhips of the Female Sex ! 
Mrs. MARV QOD, 
More tender, more fincere, and more enduring, than 


all the vain and empty Vows of Men, whether profeſing 


Love to us, or mutual Faith to one anocher. 
a 
Ha, ha, ha; you are my Wife's Friend too. 
Mrs. MARV OO D. 

Shame and Ingratitude! Do you reproach me? You, 
you upbraid me! Have I been falſe to her, thro' ſtriẽt 
Fidelity to you, and facrific'd my Friendſhip to keep my 
Love inviolate ? And have you the baſeneſs tocharge me 
with the Guilt, unmindful of the Merit? To you it 


ſhow'd 
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| ſhou'd be meritorious, that I have been vicious: And do 
you reflect that Guilt upon me, which ſhou'd lie buried 
in your Boſom ? 

FAI N ALL, * 

You miſinterpret my Reproof. I meant but to remind 
_ you of the ſlight Account you once cou'd make of ſtricteſt 
Ties, when ſet in Competition with your Love to me. 

Mrs. MA RN OO D. 

"Tis falſe, you urg'd it with deliberate 6 

*twas ſpoke in Scorn, and I never will forgive it. 
FAINALL. 6 

Your Guilt, not your Reſentment, begets your Tg, 
If yet you lov'd, you cou'd forgive a Jealouſy : But you 
are ſtung to find you are diſcover d. 

Mrs. MARI OOD. | 

Tt ſhall be all diſcover'd. You too ſhall be n 3 
be ſure you ſhall. I can but be expos d If 1 do it 
myſelf, I ſhall prevent your Baſeneſs. 

L. 
Why, what will you do ? 
Mrs. A RWO O D. 
Diſcloſe it to your Wife; own what has paſt between us. 
FAINALL. 
Frenzy! 758 | 
: Mrs. MARI OOD. * | 

By all my Wrongs Þll do't I'll publiſh to the 
World the Injuries you have done me, both in my Fame 
and Fortune: With both I truſted you, you 1 in 
Honour, as indigent of Wealth. 

FAINALL. 

Your Fame I have preſerv d. Your Fortune has been 
beſtow'd as the Prodigality of your Love would have it, 
in Pleaſures which we both have ſhar'd, Yet, had not 
you been falſe, I had ere this repaid it ——"Tis true 


had you oi Mirabell with Millamant to hav mou 
e their 


do 


3% Th bo, IHR. ud 
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their Marriage, my Lady had been incens'd beyond all 
Means of Reconcilement: Millamant had forfeited the 
Moiety of her Fortune ; which then wou'd have deſcended 
to my Wife ; And wherefore did I marry, but to 
make lawful Prize of a rich Widow's Wealth, and ſquan- 
der it on Love and you ? | 
Mrs. MARWOOD. 
Deceit, and frivolous Pretence. 7 
5 : Fd 1 NM-S £o | 
Death, am I not married? What's Pretence ? Am I not 


| impriſon'd, fetter d? Have I not a Wife? Nay a Wife 


that was a Widow, a young Widow, a handſom Widow); 
and wou'd be again a Widow, but that I have a Heart 
of Proof, and ſomething of a Conſtitution to buſtle thro? 


the ways of Wedlock and this World. Will you be re- 
concil'd to Truth and me? | 


Mrs. MA RO O D. 
Impoſſible. Truth and you are inconſiſten. I 


hate you, and ſhall for ever. 


| FATITNALL. 
For loving you?; | 
Mrs. MA RVO O D. 

I lothe the Name of Love after ſuch Uſage; and next 
to the Guilt with which you wou'd aſperſe me, I ſcorn 
you molt. Farewel. 8 

FAINA LI. 
Nay, we muſt not part thus. 
Mrs. MARV O O D. 
Let me go. 


FAINALL, 

Come, I'm ſorry,  —- 

| Mrs. MA RW O O D. ; 

I care not Let me go Break my Hand 
Pd leave *em to get looſe, nega 


Vol. III. C FAIN- 


go The Wax of the Wort. 


| FA 
I wou'd not Kurt you for the World. Have I no other 


Hold to keep you here? 
| Mrs. MARIO O D. 


Well, I have deſerv'd it all. 
LIN A L ? 


"You know I ove you, 
Mrs. MARWOO D. 


Poor diſſembling — — O that 


* 
? FAINALL. | 
What? What is it not ? What is not yet ? Is it not 


yet too late —— 
Mrs. MARWO'OD. 


No, it is not yet too late — I have that Comfort, 
FAINALL. 


It is, to love another. ; 
- Mrs. MARIO 0 D. 


Well, it is not 


But not to lothe, deteſt, abhor Mankind, myſelf and 


the whole treacherous World. © © 
T „ 


Nay, this is Extra vagance Come, I ask your Par- 
don — No Tears — I was to blame. I cou d not love 
you and be eaſy in my Doubts . Pray forbear ——. 


T believe you I'm convinc'd I've done you wrong; and 


any way, ev'ry way will make amends——Pll hate my 
Wife yet more. Damn her, I'Il part with her, rob her 
of all ſhe's worth, and we'll-retire ſome where, any where, 
to another World. TIl marry thee——Be pacify d 
*Sdeath ! they come, hide your Face, your Tears 
You have a Mask, wear it a 3 This way, this 


* 5 de _— 


8 C E N E W. 
n FAINAL LI. 


Mrs. 7 ATINALLET. 
THEY are hereyet, | 
MIRABELL. 
They are turning into the other Walk. 
Mrs. FAINALL. 
While I only hated my Husband, I cou'd bear to ſee 
him; but ſince I have deſpis'd him, he's too offenſive, 
| MIRABELL. 
O you ſhou'd hate with Prudence. 
Mrs. FATNALLD., 
Yes, for I have lov'd with Indiſcretion. 
 MTRABELL, 
You ſhou'd have juſt ſo much Diſguſt for your Huſ- 
band, as may be ſufficient to make you reliſh your Lover, 
Mis. EAINALL. | 
You have been the Cauſe that I have lov'd without 
Bounds, and wou'd you ſet Limits to that Averſion of 
which you have been the Occaſion ? Why did you make 
ane marry this Man? 
MIRABELL. © 
Why do we daily commit diſagreeable and dangerous 
Actions? To ſave that Idol Reputation. If the Familia. 
rities of our Loves had produc'd that Conſequence, of 
which you were apprehenſive, where cou'd you have fix d 
a Father's Name with Credit, but on a Husband? I knew 
Fainall to be a Man laviſh of his Morals, an intereſted and 
profeſſing Friend, a falſe and a deſigning Lover; yet one 
ves Wit and outward * Behaviour have gain'd a 
| Re- 
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Reputation with the Town, enough to make that Woman 
ſtand excus'd, who has ſuffer'd herſelf to be won by his 
Addreſſes. A better Man ought not to have been ſacrific'd 
to the Occaſion ; a worſe had not anſwer'd to the Purpoſe. 
When you are weary of him, you know your Remedy. 
'* Mrs; FW1NSELELE. 

I ought to ſtand in ſome Degree of Credit with you, 

Mirabell. 
 MIRABELL. 

In Juſtice to you J have made you privy | to my whole 

Deſign, and put it in your Pow'r to ruin or advance my 


Fortune. 
| Mrs. FATNAL I. 


Whom have you inſtructed to repreſent your pretended 


Uncle ? 
MIRAI. 
— my Servant. 
Mrs. FAINALL. TT” 
He is an humble Servant to Foible my Mother” . Wo- 
man, 'and may win her to your Intereſt, : 
MIRABEL L, 
Care is taken for that She is won and worn by this 
time. They were married this N Yo 
Mrs. FAINALL. 


Who ? 
MIRABELL. 


Waitwelland Faible. I wou'd not tempt my Servant to 


betray me by truſting him too far. If your Mother, in 
hopes to ruin me, ſhou'd conſent to marry my pretended 
Uncle, he might, like Maſca in the Fox, ſtand upon 
Terms; ſo I made him ſure before-hand, 
Mrs. FAINALI. 
So, if my poor Mother is caught in a Contract, you will 
_ diſcover the Impoſture betimes; and releaſe her by pro- 
ducing a Certificate- of her Gallant's former Marriage. 
MIR A- 


/ A 
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| MIRABEL L. 
Yes, upon Condition that ſhe conſent to my Marriage 
with her Neice, and ſurrender the Molety of her Fortune 
in her Poſſeſſion 


Mrs. FAIN 4 LL. 

She talk'd laſt Night of endeavouring at a Match be- 

tween Millamant and your Uncle. © 
: MIRABELL, 

That was by Foible's Direction, and my Indie 5 

that ſhe might ſeem to carry it more privately. 
., Min F4ALNALLEL. 

Well, I have an Opinion of your Succeſs ; for [ believe 
my Lady will do any thing to get an Husband; and when 
ſhe has this, which you have provided for her, 1 ſuppoſe 
ſhe will ſubmit to any thing to get rid of him. | 
 MIRABELL. 

Yes, I think the good Lady would marry any thing 
that reſembled a Man, though 'twere no more than what 
a 1 could pinch out of a Napkin. 

Mrs. FAI NAL I. 

Female Frailty ! We muſt all come to it, if we live to 
be Old, and ſeel the craving of a falſe Appetite whea the 
true is decay d. 

NMIRAB ELI. 

An old Woman's Appetite is deprav'd like that of a Girl 
is the Green-Sickneſs of a ſecond Childhood; and 
like the faint Offer of a latter Spring, ſerves but to uſher 
in the Fall; and withers in an affected Bloom, 

| Mrs. FAINALL. 

Here's your Miſtreſs. 


C 3 SCENE 
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SCENE Iv. 
Ze them] Mrs, M1LLAMANT, Wirwoud, Mix cine. 


MIRABEII. 
E RE ſhe comes i' faith full Sail, with her Fan ſpread: 
and Streamers out, and a Shoal of Fools for FRI 
Ha, no, I cry her Mercy, 
Mrs. FAINALL, 

I ſee but one poor empty Sculler ;. and he tows ** 
Woman after him. 

MIRA BE II. 5 

You ſeem to be unattended, Madam, — —You us'd to 
have the Beau- monde throng after you; and a Flock of 
gay fine Perukes hovering round you, 

WEATWOUD. ] 

Like Moths about a Candle — I had like to have loſt 
my Compariſon for want of Breath. 

MILLAMANT. 

O have deny'd myſelf Airs to-day. I have walk'd a as 
faſt through the Croud ————— | 
FITIWOUD. - 

As a Favourite juſt diſgraced ; aad with as few Fol- 


lowers. 


MILL 4 MANT. . 
Dear Mr. Vitaucud, Truce with your Similitudes! For 


Jam as Sick of em 
WITWOUD. 


As a Phyſician of a good Air 
Madam, tho' *tis againſt myſelf. 


I cannot help it, 


MILLAMANT. 


Vet agin! Mincing, ſtand between me and his Wit. 
W 1 T» 
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WITWOUD. 
Do, Mrs. Mincing, like a Screen before a great Fire. I 
_ confeſs I do blaze to day, I am too bright. 
Mrs. 44 So 
But, dear Millamant, why were you ſo long? 
NMILLAMA NT. 

Long! Lord, have I not made violent haſte? I have 
ask'd every living Thing I met for you; I have inquir'd 
after you, as after a new Faſhion. 

W I1TW OUD. 


Madam, Truce with your Similitudes No, you met 


her Hasband, and did not ask him for her. 
MIRABELL, 
By yaur leave, Wilauoud, that were like inquiring after 
an on Faſhion, to ask a Husband for his Wife. 
WITWOUD. 
Sas, a hit, a hit, a palpable hit, I confeſs it. 
| Mis. FA FF xx 
You were dreſs'd before I came abroad. . 
MILLAMANT, 
Ay, that's true——---O but then I — 
what had I? Why was I ſo long ? 
MINCGCING. 


O Mem, your Laſhip ſtaid to peruſe a Pacquet of 


Lecters, 
M 1 L LAMA M2 


O ay, Letters - had Letters I am perſecuted 


with Letters — I hate Letters No body knows how 
to write Letters; and yet one has em, one does not know 
why —— They ſerve one to pin up one's Hair. 
WITW OUD. 
Is that the way ? Pray, Madam, do you pin up your 
Hair with all your Letters? I find I muſt keep Copies. 


5 M 1 Z- 
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I LELELEMANT. wy | 

Only with thoſe in Verſe, Mr. Vitabond. I never pin 
vp my Hair with Proſe. I think I try'd once, Mincing. 

MINCING. 
O Mem, I ſhall never forget it. 
IL LAMA N 7. 

Ay, poor Mincing tiſt and tift all the Morning. 

| MINCIN G6. 8 
Till I had the Cramp in my Fingers, I'll vow Mem. 
And all to no Purpoſe. But when you Laſhip pins it 
up with Poetry, it fits ſo pleaſant the next Day as any 
Thing, and is ſo pure and ſo crips. 
WITWOU D. 

Indeed, ſo crips ? | 
MINC ING. 

Von' re ſuch a Critic, Mr, Wirwoud. 

| MILLAMANT, 

Mirabell, Did you take Exceptions laſt Night? O ay, 
and Yent aw ay Now I think on't I'm angry-— no, 
„ I think on't I'm pleas'd . For I believe I gave 
you ſome Pain, | 


MIRABELL. 
Does that pleaſe you? | 
MILLAMANT. 
Infinitely ; J love to give Pain. 
' MIRABE LL 
You wou'd affect a Cruelty which is is not in your Na- 
ture; your true Vanity is in the Power of pleaſing. 
e. | 
O Lask your Pardon for that—- Ones Cruelty is ones 
Power, and when one parts with ones Cruelty, one parts 
with ones Power; and when one has parted with that, I 
fancy one's old and ugly, | 
 MIRABELL. 


Ay, ay, ſuffer your Cruelty to ruin the Object of your 
Power, 
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Power, to deſtroy your Lover——— And then how vain, - 
how loſt a Thing you'll be? Nay, tis true: You are no 
longer handſom when you've loſt your Lover; your Beauty 
dies upon the Inſtant : For Beauty is the Lover's Gift ; 

tis he beſtows your Charms- Your Glaſs is all a 
Cheat. The Ugly and the Old, whom the Looking» 
glaſs mortifies, yet after Commendation can be flatter'd 
by it, and diſcover Beauties in it; For that reflects our 
Praiſes rather than your Face. 

NMILLAMA NT. 

O the Vanity of theſe Men ! Fainall, d'ye hear him? 
If they did not commend us, we were not handſom ! Now 
you muſt know they cou'd not commend one, if one was 

not handſom. - Beauty the Lover's Gift !=———Lord, 
what is a Lover, that it can give ? Why one makes Lovers 
as faſt as one pleaſes, and they live as long as one pleaſes, 
and they die as ſoon as one pleaſes: And then if one 
pleaſes one makes more. 

WITWOUD. 

Very pretty. Why you make no more of 4 of 

Lovers, Madam, than of making ſo many Card- matches. 
| MILLAMANT. 

One no more owes one” Beauty to a Lover, thay one's 
Wit to an Echo: They can but reflect what we look and 
ſay ; vain empty Things if we are lent or ooo; and 
want a Being. 


| MIRAB K 1 | 
Yet, to thoſe two vain empty Things, yOu owe two- 
| the greateſt Pleaſures of your Life. | 
MILLAMANT. 


How ſo? | | 
MIRABELE. 


To your Lover you owe the Pleaſure of hearing your- 
ſelves prais d; and to an Echo the Pleaſure of hearing 


yourſelves talk. 
Sg * 2. 


: — 
. om. — 


: Fools i is for my Health, 
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. W1ITWOUD. _ 
But I know a Lady that loves talking ſo Stats, 


ſhe won't give an Echo fair play; ſhe has that everlaſting 


Rotation of Tongue, that an Echo muſt wait till ſhe dies, 
before it can catch her laſt Words. 
| MILLAMANT. 

0 Fiction Fainall, let us leave theſe Men. 

MIRABSZLL...... 

Draw off Witwoud. [Ade to Mrs. F ainall 
bs Mrs. FAINALL. 

Immediately. I have a Word or two for Mr. Witewoud, 


ei = @ WY» . DE / = D . 4 
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SCENE V. 
. MIIiDAMA NT, MIRA * M1 e IN . 


 MIRABEL K 
Won'd beg a little private Audience too You had 
the Tyranny to deny me laſt Night; tho you knew I 


came to impart a Secret to you that concern'd my Love. 


MILLAMANT, 
You ſaw I was |engag d. 
1 4B ELL. 


Unkind. You had the Leiſure to entertain a Herd of 
Fools; Things who viſit you from their exceſſive Idleneſs ; 
beſtowing on your Eafineſs that Time, which is the In- 
cumbrance of their Lives. How can you find Delight 
in ſuch Society? It is impoſſible they ſhould admire you, 
they are not capable: Or if they were, it ſhowd be to 
you as a Mortification ; for ſure to pleaſe a Fool is ſome 


degree of Folly, 
MI1LLAMANT. 


I pleaſe myſelf— Beſides, ſometimes to converſe with 
| 4 I R A- 
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-MIRABELL. 
Your Health! Is there a worſe Diſeaſe Pa ecow 
verſation of Fools? | 
| | MILLAMANT. | 
Yes, the Vapours ;. Fools are Phyſic for it, n 0e. 


4Je fertida, 
3 IR ABE L L. 
| You ang vet in a \Cqurſe of Fools? 
 MILLAM ANT. 
Mirghell, if you perſiſt in this offenſive freedom =— | 
you'll diſpleaſe me Ithink I muſt elan. _ all. 
not to have you. We ſhan't 5 
MIRABELLE. 
Not in our Phyſic, it may be. 
IL LAMA NT. N 
And yet our Diſtemper in all likelihood will be the 
ſame, far we ſhall be ſick of one another. I ſhan't en- 
dure to be reprimanded, nor inſtructed; tis fo dull to act 
always by Advice, and o tedious to be told of one's Faults--- 
I can't bear it. Well, I won't have you, Mirabell | 
Fm refolv'd ———I think Von may go——Ha, 
ha, ha. What won 5 yau Be, that you could help- 


loving me? 
I wou'd give en that you did not know, I 


cou'd not help it. 
MILLAMANT. | 
Come, don't look grave then. Well, what do yon fayt to me ? 
MIR ABELL. 

I fay that a Man may as ſoon make a Friend by. his 
Wit, or a Fortune by his Honeſty, as win a Woman > 
Plain-dealing and Sincerity, 

 MILLAMANT. _ 
SGententious Mirabell! Pr'ythee don't look with * 
violent and inflexible wiſe Face, like Solomon at the divid- 
ing of the Child in an old Tapeſtry Hanging. 1 
42 
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IRA BE LI. 

Vou are merry, Madam, but I would pou you 

for a Moment to be ſerious. 
MILL AMA N 8 

What, with that Face ? No, if you keep your * 
tenance, tis impoſſible I ſhould hold mine, Well, after 
all, there is ſomething very moving in a Love-fick Face. 
Ha, ha, ha---Well I won't laugh, don't be peeviſn 
Heigho! Now I'll be melancholy, as melancholy as a 
Watch-light. Well Mirabell, if ever you will win me, 
woo me now—— Nay, if you are ſo tedious, fare Fan 
well 1 ſee they ate walking away. 

MFRABELE. 
Can you not find in the variety of your Diſpoſition one 


Moment 
ITL LAMA NT. 


To hear you tell me Foibi's Marry'd, and your Plot 
like to Ne. 
TRA BEL I. 

But how you came to know i. 

NMI LLAMANT. 

Without the help of the Devil, you can't imagine; 
unleſs ſhe ſhould tell me herſelf. Which of the two it 
way have been, I will leave you to confider ; and when 
you have done thinking of that, think of me. 


PAY AG AN AGES 53S (@ SAL{ CO. EY NES S537. 22 Ga 
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ce = v.. 
MIIAABEILIL alone. 


7 Have FO more--Gone--Think of you | To think 
of a Whirlwind, tho 'twere in a Whirlwind, were a Caſe 
of more ſteady Contemplation ; a very Tranquillity of Mind 
and Manfion. A Fellow that lives in a Windmill, has not 
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a more whimſical Dwelling than the Heart of a Man that 
is lodg'd in a Woman. There is no Point of the Com- 
paſs to which they cannot turn, and by which they are 
not turn'd ; and by one as well as another; for Motion 
not Method is their Occupation. To know this, and 
yet continue to be in Love, is to be made wiſe from the 
Diftates of Reaſon, and yet perſevere to play the Fool 
by the Force of Inſtinct .O here come my Pair of Tor- 
tles What, billing ſo ſweetly ! Is not Valentine's Day 
over with you yet? 


S © EME VM 


[To Bim. ] WAY®WELL, FOI AIR. 


MIRABETLL. 
O Irrah, Vaitabell, why fore you think you were mar- 
ry'd for your own Recreation, and not for my Con- 
veniency. | l | | | 
| W AITWELD. 

Your Pardon, Sir. With Submiſſion, we have indeed 
been ſolacing in lawful Delights; but ſtill with an Eye 
to Buſineſs, Sir. I have inſtructed her as well as I could. 
If ſhe can take your Directions as readily as my Inſtruc- 
tions, Sir, your Affairs are in a proſperous way. 

 _MIRABELL. 

Give you Joy, Mrs. Foible. 

| | FOTIBLE. 

O-las, Sir, I'm fo aſham'd———— I'm afraid my Lady 
has been in a thouſand Inquietudes for me. But I pro- 
teſt, Sir, J made as much haſte as I could. 

| | WAITWELL. _ 

That ſhe did indeed, Sir, It was my Fault that ſhe 

did not make more. MIR A- 
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MIRABBELL. 


SOD. nw 
But I told my Lady as you inſtructed me, 94. That 
J had a Proſpect of ſeeing Sir Row/and your Uncle; and 
that I wou'd put her Ladyſhip's Picture in my Pocket to 
ſhew him; which I'll be ſure to ſay has made him fo 
enamour d of her Beauty, that he burns with Impatience 
to lie at her Lady ſhip's Feet, and worſhip the Original. 
 __MIRABEEDL. 
Excellent Fo:ble ! Matrimony has made you eloquent 


in Love. 


That! believe. 


WAITWELL. | 
I think ſhe has profited, Sir. I think fo. 
FOFSLEF. 
You have ſeen Madam Mila mant, Sir & 
AINLESEL. 
Ves. 
FOL BLE. 


I told 5 Sir, becauſe J did not know has you OR 
find an Opportunity, ſhe had ſo much Company laſt Nights 


MFRABELL. | 
we Diligence will merit more — * mean time. 
Gies Many. 
| FOI BLB. . 
O dear Sir, your humble Servant, 
WAITWELL 
Spouſe. 
MIRABE Z Se 5 
Stand off, Sir, not a Peny Go on and Pro: 


fer, Foible-——The' Leaſe ſhall be made ou” ad the 
Farm ſtock' d, if we ſucceed. 

FOI ILE. 

I don't queſtion your Generoſity, Sir: And you need 

not doubt of Succeſs. If you have no more Commands, 


Sir, 


r e XAccc 


S 


en * 
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Sir, I'll be gone: ; I'm fure my Lady is at her Toilet, 
and can't dreſs till I come——O dear, Pm ſure that 
[ Looking gut.] was Mrs. Marwoed that went by in a 
Mask; if ſhe has ſeen me with you I'm ſure ſhe'll tell 
my Lady. I'll make haſte home and prevent her. Your 
Servant, Sir. B'w'y Waitell. 


(Ge; FG JS ES 8 LL 2s JA 


SCENE VIII. 


88 WAITWEI I. 


. w ATI 7 WELL. | 
IR Rowland, if you pleaſe. The Jade's ſo PS 
upon her Preferment ſhe forgets herſelf. 
 MIRABELL. 
Come, Sir, will you endeavour to forget yourſelf--- 
and transform into Sir Rowland. | 
WAITWELLD. 

Why, Sir; it will be impoſſible I ſhou'd remember _ 
ſelf---Marry'd, knighted and attended all in one Day! 
"Tis enough to make any Man forget himſelf. The Dif- 
ficulty will be how to recover my Acquaintance and Fa- 
miliarity with my former ſelf; and fall from my Tranſ- 
formation to a Reformation into Vaitabell. Nay, I ſhan't 
be quite the ſame Waitavell neither----for now I remem- 
ber me, I'm marry d and can't be my own Man again. | 


Ay there's my Grief; that's the ſad e of Lift 3 
To loſe my Title, and yet Reep my Wife. / 


End of the Second A. 
ACT 


[ 
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ATT 1H SCENE IL 
A Room 2 Lady WISHTORT's Houſe. 25 
Lady WIS HF ORT at her Toilet, PE G waiting. 


Lady WISHFORT. 


PE G. 
No, Madam. 


Lady WISHFORT. 


there's no Veracity in me. Fetch me the Red — the 
Red, do you hear, Sweet- heart? An arrant Afſh-colonr, 
as I'm a Perſon. Look you how this Wench ſtirs ! Why 


doſt thou not fetch me a little Red? Didſt thou not hear 


me, Mopus ? 
PEG. 
The Red Ratafia does your Ladyſhip mean, or the 
Cherry-Brandy ? 


Lady WISHFORT. 


Ratafia, F ool ?. No, Fool. Not the Ratefia, F. eee, 


Grant me Patience! I mean the Spar; Paper, Idiot; 
Complexion, Darling. Paint, Paint, Paint, doſt thou un- 
derſtand that, Changeling, dangling thy Hands like Bob- 
bins before thee? Why doſt thou not ſtir, Puppet ? thou: 
wooden Thing upon Wires. 

PE G. 


I have no more Patience — If I have 
not fretted myſelf till I am pale again, 


) 
) 
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2 G. 

Lord, Madam, your Ladyſhip i is ſo pate -T can- 
not come at the Paint, Madam, Mrs. Foible. has lock'd 
it up, and carry'd the Key with her, 

| Lady WISH FORT. 
Pox take you both---Fetch me the ä then. 


nl n 
Lady W1snFORT. 


TN. as pale and as faint, I look like Mrs. Qualmſict the 
Curate's Wife, that's always breeding Wench, 


come, come, Wench, what art thou doing ? Sipping ? 
Taſting? Save thee, doſt thou not know the Bottle? 


8 N EE 
Lad ras Pro with a Botth and China Cup. 


PEG. 
M* DAM, I * looking for a Cup. 
Lady VS H FORT. 

A Cup, fave thee, and what a Cup haſt thou brought ! 
Doſt thou take me for a Fairy, to drink out of an Acorn ? 
Why didſt thou not bring thy Thimble ? Haſt thou ne'er 
a Braſs Thimble clinking in thy Pocket with a bit of 
Nutmeg ? I warrant thee. Come, fill, fll.— 80 
again. See who that is. [ One nocks.] Set _—_ _ 

ue 


66 The War. of the Wor LD. 


Bottle firſt. Here, here, under the Table What, 
wou'dit thou go with the Bottle in thy Hand like a Tap- 
ſter? As I'm a Perſon, this Wench has lived in an Inn 
upon the Road, before ſhe came to me, like Maritornes 
the Afurian in Don Quixote. No Foible yet? 
PEG. 
No, Madam, Mrs. Marwwood. TO 
Lady WISHFORT. 
O Marwoed, let her come in. Come in, good Marwood. 


e E KAYS 
[ To them ] Mrs, Marwood 


Mrs. MAR WOOD. 
* furpris*d to find your Ladyſhip in dz aa at this 


time of Day 
* WIS HFO RT. 
- Foible's a loſt Thing; has been abroad ſince 2 


and never heard of ſince. 
Mrs. MARWOOD. = 


J ſaw her but now, as I came mask'd; thro? the Park; 


in Conference with Mirabell. 
Lady VIS H FORT. 

With Mirabell! You call my Blood into my Face, with 
mentioning that Traitor, She durſt not have the Confi- 
dence, I ſent her to negotiate an Affair, in which if 
I'm detected I'm undone, If that wheedling Villain has 
wrought upon Foible to detect me, I'm ruin'd. Oh my 
dear Friend, I'm a Wretch of Wretches if I'm detected. 

Mrs. MARWOOD.. 
Q Madam, you cannot ſuſpe& Mrs, Foib/'s Integrity. 


— 
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at, | 
in O. he carries Poiſon in his Tongue that wou d A 
8 Integrity itſelf. If ſhe has given him an Opportunity, 


ſhe has as good as put her Integrity into his Hands. Ah. 
dear Marauood, what's Integrity to an Opportunity — 
Hark! I hear her- -Dear Friend retire into my Cloſet, 
that I may examine her with more Freedom----Yow'lE 
"2 pardon me, dear Friend, I can make bold with you 
| There are Books over the Chimney- -- Quarles and Pryn, 
1 and the Short View of the Stage, with Bunyan's Works 


to entertain you---Go, you Thing, and ſend her in. 
(7 0 Peg 


$CENE V. 


NY . Lach WISHFORT, Fornus: 


a Lady ISH FORT. | 
. Foible, where haſt thou been ? what haſt thou been. 
| "Roy 
i FOI BLE. 
Madam, J have ſeen the Party. 
Lady W ISHFORT. 

But what haſt thou done? | 

FOTIBLE. 

Nay, tis your Ladyſhip has done, and are to do; I 
have only promis d. But a Man ſo enamour'd----fo. 
tranſported ! Well, if worſhipping * Pictures * a Sin.— 
Poor Sir Rowl/and, I ſay. 

Lady VIS HF 0 RT, 

The: Miniature has been counted like But haſt 
thou not betray'd me, Foible ? haſt thou not detected me 

| to 


P | | 
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to that faithleſs Mirabell? What hadſt thou to do 


with him in the Park ? Anſwer me, has he got nothing 
out of thee? | 5. 


— 


FOTBLE. * 

So, the Devil has been beforehand with me: What ſhall 
I fay ?-.--- Alas, Madam, could TI help it, if I met that 
confident Thing ? Was I in fault ? If you had heard how 
he us'd me, and all upon your Ladyſhip's Account, I'm 
ſure you wou'd not ſuſpect my Fidelity. Nay, if that 
had been the worſt I con'd have born: But he had a 
Fling at your Ladyſhip too, and then I could not hold: 
But i'faith I gave him his own. TE 

Lady SH FO RT. 
Me? What did the filthy Fellow ſay? 
5 OI BLE. 

O Madam; tis a Shame to ſay what he ſaid----With 
his Taunts and his Fleers, toſſing up his Noſe, Humh 
(ſays he) what you are a hatching ſome Plot (ſays he) 
you are ſo early abroad, or catering (ſays he) ferreting for 
ſome disbanded Officer, I warrant----Half-Pay is but thin 
Subſiſtence (ſays he) - Well, what Penſion does your 
Lady propoſe ? Let me ſee (ſays he) what ſhe muſt 
come down pretty deep now, ſhe's ſuperannuated (ſays 


he) and 


Lady WIS HFORT. 

Ods my Life, I'll have him, I'll have him murder d. 
I'Il have him poiſon d. Where does he eat? I'll marry 
a Drawer to have him poiſon'd in his Wine. T'll ſend 
for Robin from Locke?s---- immediately. 

0 
Poiſon him ? Poiſoning's too good for him. Starve 
him, Madam, ſtarve him; marry Sir Rowland, and get 
him diſinherited. O you wou'd }bleſs yourſelf, to hear 
what he ſaid. | 


Lady 


„n % gg) mw 


contracted to- night. 


! 
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® "Lady WISHFORT. 
A Villain ! ſuperannuated ! 
FOTIBLE. 

Humb (ſays he) F hear you are laying Deſigns againſt 
me too (ſays he) and Mrs. Millamant is to marry my 
Uncle; (he does not ſuſpect a Word of your Ladyſhip ;) 
but (ſays he) Pl fit you for that, I warrant you (ſays he) 
I'll hamper you for that (ſays he) you and your old 
Frippery too (ſays he) I'll handle you - 

Lady WISH FORT. 

Audacious. Vilain! handle me, wou'd he durſt 
Frippery ? old Frippery! Was there ever ſuch a foul- 
mouth'd Fellow? I'll be marry'd to-morrow, I'll be 


FOIBLE. 
The ſooner the better, Madam. 
Lady W IS H FORT. 
Will Sir Roaw/and be here, ſayſt thou? when, Foible : ? 
FOIBLE. 
ncontinently, Madam. No new Sheriffs Wife expects 
the Return of her Husband after Knighthood, with that 


Impatience in which Sir Rowland burns for the dear 


Hour of kiſſing your Ladyſhip's Hand after Dinner 
4 Lady WIS HT ORT. 

Frippery ! ſuperannuated Frippery ! I'll Frippery the 
Villain; I'll reduce him to Frippery and Rags: A Tatter- 
demallion- -I hope to fee him hung with Tatters, like 
a Long-Lane Pent-Houſe, or a Gibbet Thief. A ſlander- 
mouthed Railer. I warrant the Spendthrift Prodigal's in 
Debtas much as the Million Lottery, or the whole Court 
upon a Birth-day. I'll ſpoil his Credit with his Tailor. 


Ves, he ſhall have my Neice with her Fortune, he ſhall. 


FOIBLE. 
He! I hope to ſee him lodge in Ludgate fiſt, and angle 
into Blackfriers for Braſs Farthings, with an old Mitten. 
Lady 
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Lady VISH FORT. 

Ay dear Foible; thank thee for that, dear Foible. He 
has put me out of all Patience. I ſhall never recompoſe 
my Features, to receive Sir Row/a#d with any Oeconomy 
of Face. This Wretch has fretted me that I am abſo- 
lutely decay d. Lock, Foible. 

FOI BLE. 
Vour Ladyſhip has frown'd a little too raſnly, indeed 
Madam. There are ſome Cracks diſcernible in the 


white Varniſh, 
Lady WISHFORT. 

Let me ſee the Glaſs —— Cracks, ſay ſt thou? Why I 
am arrantly flead I look like an old peel'd Wall. 
Thou muſt repair me, Foib/e, before Sir Rewiand comes; 
er I ſhall never keep up to my Picture. 

| FOTBLE. 
I warrant you, Madam; a little Art once made your 


Picture like you; and now a little of the ſame Art muſt | 


make you like your Ficture. Your Picture muſt fit for 
you, Madam. | | 
Lady WISHFORT, 

But art thou ſure Sir Row/arnd will not fail to come? 
Or will he not fail when he does come ? Will he be Im- 
portunate, Fozb/e, and puſh? For if he ſhou'd not be 
-importunate-=-1 ſhall never break Decorums——I ſhall 
die with Confuſion, if I am forc'd to advance---Oh no, 
I can never advance---I ſhall ſwoon if he ſhou'd ex 
Advances. No, I hope Sir Roauland is better bred, than 
to put a Lady to the Neceſſity of breaking her Forms, 
I won't be too coy neither. I won't give him 
| Deſpair But a little Diſdain is not amiſs ; a little 


Scorn is alluring, 
FOIBLE. 
A little Scorn becomes your Ladyſhip, 


Lady 


aw 4c 


bay 
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Lady VI S HFTO RZ. 


Ves, but Tenderneſs becomes me beſt A Str of © 


Dyingneſs— You ſee that Picture has a fort of a 


Ha Foible ! ——A Swimmingneſs in the Eyes Yes, I'll 


look fo Ny Neice affects it ; but ſhe wants Fea- 
tures. Is Sir Roculand handſom ? Let my Toilet be re- 
mov'd——T'll dreſs above. I'Il receive Sir Rew/and here. 
Is he handſom? Don't anſwer me. I won't know : TI 
be ſurpris'd; he'll be taken by Surpriſe, 
FOT Bd £ 
By Storm, Madam. Sir Rowlands a brisk Man. 
Lady VISH FORT. 

Is he! O then he'll importune, if he's a brisk Man. I 
ſhall fave Decorums if Sir Row/and importunes. I have a 
mortal Terror at the Apprehenſion of offending againſt 
Decorums. O I'm glad he's a brick Man. Let my 
T —_— be n good Faib/e. 


NCA 
'SCENE VI. 


Mrs, Fa INA L I, FOIBLE. 


| Mrs. FAINALL. | 
0 Foible, I have been in a Fright, leſt I ſhou'd come 
too late. That Devil, Marauood, ſaw you in the 
Park with Mirabell, and I'm afraid will diſcover it to 
my Lady. 
FOIERELS 
Diſcover what, Madam ? 
Mrs. FAINALL. 
Nay, nay, put not on that ſtrange Face. I am privy 


to the whole "_ and know that Yaitawell, to geo 
ou 
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thou wert this Morning marry d, is to perſonate Mira- 

bell's Uncle, and as ſuch, winning my Lady, to involve 

her in thoſe Difficulties from which Mirabell only muſt 

releaſe her, by his making his Conditions to have my 

Coufin and her Fortune left to her own Diſpoſal. 
FOIBLE. 

O dear Madam, J beg your Pardon. It was not my 
Confidence in your Ladyſhip that was deficient; but I 
thought the former good Correſpondence between your 
Ladyſhip and Mr. Mirabell, might have hinder'd his 
communicating this Secret. 

Mrs. FAINAL 2. 

Dear Faible, forget that. 

FOIB EE. 

O dear Madam, Mr. Mirabell is ſuch a ſweet winning 
Gentleman — But your Ladyſhip is the Pattern of Ge- 
nerofity — Sweet Lady, to be ſo good ! Mr. Mirabell 
cannot chooſe but be grateful. I find your Ladyſhip has | 
his Heart ſtill, Now, Madam, I can ſafely tell your 
Ladyſhip our Succeſs. Mrs. Maræuood had told my Lady; 
but I warrant I manag'd myſelf. I turn'd it all for the 
better. I told my Lady that Mr. Mirabell rail'd at her. 
I laid horrid Things to his Charge, I'll vow ; and my 
Lady is ſo incens'd, that ſhe'll be contracted to Sir Row- 
land to-night, ſhe ſays — I warrant I work'd her up, 
that he might have her for asking for, as they ſay of a 
Weth Maidenhead. | 

Mrs. FAINALI. a 

O rare Foible] 
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| 
FOIBL E. LE t 
Madam, I beg your Ladyſhip to acquaint Mr. Mira- c 
bell of his Succeſs. I would be ſeen as little as poſſible h 
to ſpeak to him beſides, I believe Madam Maravood { 
watches me—— She has a Month's Mind.; but I know 8 
Mr. Mirabell can't abide her. [Calli] Fohn —— a 
remove f 
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remove my Lady's Toilet. Madam, your Servant. My 


Lady is ſo impatient, J fear ſhe'll come for me, if I ſtay. 
Mrs. F 4 1NALT, 
I'll go with you up the back Stairs, leſt I ſhou'd meet her. 


CARS (rx EYE YE 
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SCENE VII. 


Mrs, MAR W O Oo p alone. 


Ndeed, Mrs. Engine, is it thus with you? Are you be- 
come a Go- between of this Importance? Ves, I ſhall 
watch you. Why this Wench is the Pa par- toute, a ve- 
ry Maſter-Key to every Body's ſtrong Box. My Friend 
Fainall, have you carry'd it ſo ſwimmingly? I thought 
there was ſomething in it; but it ſeems it's over with you. 
Your Loathing is not from a want of Appetite then, but 
from a Surfeit, Elſe you could never be ſo cool to fall 
from a Principal to be an Aſſiſtant; to procure for him! 


A Pattern of Generoſity, that I confeſs. Well, Mr. Fain- 


all, you have met with your Match: O Man, Man! 
Woman, Woman! The Devil's an Aſs: If I were a Pain- 
ter, I would draw him like an Idiot, a Driveler with a 
Bib and Bells, Man ſhou'd have his Head and Horns, and 
Woman the reſt of him. Poor fimple Fiend! Madam 
Marabood has a Month's Mind, but he can't abide her — 
'twere better for him you had not been his Confeſſor in 
that Affair; without you could have kept his Counſel 
cloſer. I ſhall not prove another Pattern of Generoſi y 
he has not oblig'd me to that with thoſe Exceſſes of him- 
ſelf; and now I'll have none of him. Here comes the 

good Lady, panting ripe : with a Heart full of Hope, and 
a Head full of Care, like any Chymiſt upon the Day of 

Projection. | 


Vor. III. D SCENE 
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SCENE VIII. 


[To her] Lady WIS HTO Rr. 


Lady W ISHFORT, 

Dear Marabood, what ſhall I fay for this rude Forget- 

| fulneſs But my dear Friend is all Goodneſs. 
Mrs. MA R V O O D. 1 5 

No Apologies, dear Madam. I have been very well 

entertain'd. 


Lady W TISHFORT. 

As I'm a Perſon I am in a very Chaos to think I ſhou'd 
ſo forget myſelf —- But I have ſuch an Olio of Affairs 
really I know not what to do-- [Calls ]- Foibl =——_ 
expect my Nephew Sir /://ull ev'ry Moment too 
Why Foible —— He means to travel for Improvement. 

Mrs. MA RIF O O D. | 

Methinks Sir Wisfull ſhou'd rather think of marrying 
than travelling at his Years. I hear he is turn'd of forty. 

| Lady W ISHFO RT. "2m 

O he's in leſs Danger of being ſpoil'd by his Trav: 
I am againſt my Nephew's marrying too young. 
It will be time enough when he comes back, and has ac- 
quird Diſcretion to choole for himſelf. | 

Mrs. MARV OO D. 

Methinks Mrs. Millamant and he wou'd make a very 
fit Match. He may travel afterwards. Tis a Thing 
very ulual with young Gentlemen. 

| lady / LSHFORT. 

I promiſe you I have thought on't--- And ſince tis your 
Judgment, Pl think on't again, IJaſſure you I will; I value 
your Judgment extremely. On my Word I'll propoſe it. 

| | SCENE 


1 
I 
* 


Ir 
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$ CE ·˙ 1% 


[To them] FOIBLE, 


Lady WISHFORT. 
Pa come Fozb/e——1I had forgot my Nephew wil 
be here before Dinner 1 muſt make haſte, 
Fo mo 2 7 ng” 

Mr. Witwoud and Mr. Petulant are come to dine with 
"wu Lady ſhip. 

Lady VIS HF O R T. 

O Dear, I can't appear till I am dreſs'd. Dear Mar- 
99d ſhall I be free with you again, and beg you to enter- 
tain em, I'll make all imaginable Haſte. Dear Friend, 
excuſe me. 


S HE 


Mrs, MaRwW O o D, Mrs, MILLAMANT, MIN CING. 


* I L LAMA N 2 


UR E never any thing was ſo unbred as that odious 
Man Marwood, your Servant. 
Mrs. MARW OOD. 
You have a Colour, what's the Matter ? 
MILLAMANT. 

That horrid Fellow Petulant has provok'd me into a 
Flame — ] have broke my Fan Mincing, lend me 
yours ;——[5 not all the Powder out of my Hair? 


D 2 : Mrs, 
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Mrs. A RVO O D. 


- No, What has he done? 
 >MILELAMANT. 


' Nay, he has done nothing; he has only talk'd 
Nay, he has ſaid nothing neither; but he has contradicted 
ev'ry thing that has been ſaid. For my part, I WR 


Witweud and he wou'd have quarrell'd. 
% 


I vow Mem, I thought once they wou d have fit. 
MILLAMANT. 
Well, *tis a lamentable thing I ſwear that one has not 


the Liberty of chooſing one's * as one does 
one's Cloaths. 


Mrs. A R O O D. 
If we had that Liberty, We ſhould be as weary of one 
Set of Acquaintance, tho' never ſo good, as we are of one 
Suit tho? never ſo fine. A Fool and a Dozly Stuff wou'd 


now and then find Days of Grace, and be worn for Va- 


riety. 
6 MILLILAMANT. 4 14 

J could conſent to wear 'em, if they wou'd wear alike; ; 

but Fools never wear out They are ſuch Drap-de-berry 

Things! Without one cou'd give 'em to ones Chamber- 


maid after a Day or two. 
Mrs. MARI OO D. 


* better ſo indeed. Or what think you of the 


Play Houſe? A fine gay gloſſy Fool ſhou'd be given there, 


like a new masking Habit after the Maskerade is over, 

and we have done with the Diſguiſe. For a Fool's Viſit 
is always a Diſguiſe ; and never admitted by a Woman of 
Wit, but to blind her Affair with a Lover of Senſe. If 
you wou'd but appear bare- fac'd now, and own Mirabell; 
you might as eaſily put off Petulant and Witwoud, as your 
Hood and Scarf. And indeed 'tis time, for the Town 


has ſound it: The Secret is grown too big for the Pre- 
| tence : 


hg — 


n 
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tence: Tis like Mrs. Prinlys great Belly; ſhe may lace 
it down before, but it burniſhes on her Hips. Indeed Mil. 
lamant, you can no more conceal it, than my Lady Stram- 
mel can her Face, that goodly Face, which in Defiance 
of her Rheniſh- Wine Tea, will not be comprehended in 


a Mask. - 
MILLAMAN T. 

Ill take my Death, Marawood, you are more Cenſorious 
than a decay'd Beauty or a diſcarded Toſt. Mincing, tell 
the Men they may come up. My Aunt is not drefling 
here ; their Folly is leſs provoking than your Malice, 


25 2 J 


AS DQ%: 2 8 AND) D . > SU 2 @ 


"COTE NE: FE 


MILLAMAN x, M 4 RWOOD. 
MILLAMANT. 
HE Town has found it! What has it found? That 
Mirabell loves me is no more a Secret, than it is a 
Secret that you diſcover'd it to my Aunt, or than the Rea- 
ſon why you diſcover'd it is a Secret, 
| Mrs. MARWOO D. 
You are nettled, 
| MILLAMAN T, 
You're miſtaken. Ridiculous ! 
Mrs. MARWOO D. 
Indeed, my Dear, you'll tear another Fan, if you don't 


mitigate thoſe violent Airs. 
| MILLAMANT. 


O filly! Ha, ha, ha. TI cou'd laugh immoderately : 2 
Poor Mirabell! His Conſtancy to me has quite deſtroy'd 
his Complaiſance for all the World beſide. I ſwear I 
ne ver enjoin d it him, to be ſo coy If Thad the Va- 
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nity to think he wou'd obey me, I wou'd command him 
to ſhew more Galantry—————" Tis hardly well-bred to 
be ſo particular on one Hand, and ſo inſenſible on the 


other. But I deſpair to prevail, and ſo let him follow 
his own Way. Ha, ha, ha. Pardon me, dear Creature, 


I muſt laugh, ha, ha, ha; tho' I grant you 'tis a little 
barbarous, ha, ha, ha. 
Mrs. MARV OO D. 

What Pity tis, ſo much fine Rallery, and deliver'd with 
ſo ſignificant Geſture, ſhou'd be ſo unhappily direQed to 
miſcarry. 

1 4 NA N T. 
Hz ? Dear Creature I ask your Pardon 
didnot mind you. 
Mrs. MA RVO O D. 

Mr. Mirabell ard you both may think a Thing impoſ- 

ſible, when I ſhall tell him by telling you 
ALI LANA NS* 


O dear, what? for it is the ſame thing, if I hear io 
Ha, ha, ha. 


I ſwear I 


| Mrs, MARV OO D. 
That I deteſt him, hate him, Madam. 

MILLE 2X M AN T. 

O Madam, why fo do I----.---.And yet the Creature 

loves me, ha, ha, ha, How can one forbear laughing to 

think of it-- -- --- ---I am a Sibyl if I am not amaz'd to 


* 


think what he can ſee in me. I'Il take my Death, I 


think you are handſomer and within a Year or 
two as young------If you cou'd but ſtay for me, I ſhould 


overtake you .- But that cannot be Well, that 
Thought makes me melancholic Now I'll be 
ſad. 


Mrs. MARWOOD. i 


Your merry Note may be chang'd ſooner than you 
thi nk. 


M 1 L- 
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MILLAMANT. 


Dye fay ſo? Then I'm reſolv'd TIl have a Son ng to keep 
1 m ny war | 


SCENSE:-:AIL 


L To them] M INCIN . 


MINCING. 
T HE Gentlemen ſtay but to Comb, Madam; and will 
wait on you. 
NMI LL AMANN T. 

Deſire Mrs. that is in the next Room to ſing the 
Song I would have learnt Yeſterday, You ſhall hear it, 
Madam Not that there's any great Matter in i. 
But tis agreeable to my Humour. 


SON G. 
Set by Mr, Joun ECC1E8, 
Tp WT | 
. OV E's but the Frailiy of the Mind, 
When tis not with Ambition join d; 
A fickly Flame, which if not fed expires; 
And feeding , waſtes in Self conſuming Fires. 
IT. - 
"Tis not to wound a wanton Boy 
Or am'rous Youth, that gives the Foy; 
But tis the Glory to have pierc'd a Savain, 
For whom inferior Beauties figh'd in vain. 
III. 
Then 1 alhne the Conqueſt prize, 
When I inſult a Rival's Eyes : 
F there's Delight in Love, tis when T fee 
That Heart which others bleed for, bleed for me. 
D 4 SCENE 


— 


* 
* 
War = 9: 5: RA % v2 — e 


* 
Bat © tek 9 
- — 


rr 


* 


— a. 


r 2 


* * 


n 


80 The War . Wo R LD. 


8 CE N *. XIII. 


[To them] Pe we tab 7 oh WirTwouD. 


MILL 4 M4 N 7. 
1 8 your Animoſity compos'd, Gentlemen ? 
V 
Rallery, Rallery, Madam, we have no Animoſity— 
Me hit of a little Wit now and then, but no Animofity 
=—— The falling out of Wits is like the falling out of 
Lovers——-We agree in the main, like Treble and Baſe. 


Ha, Petulant 7 


5 PETULANT. 
Ay, i in the _— But when I have a Humour 


to contradia 


TMO U D.“ 

Ay, when he has a Humour to contradict, then I con- 
tradict too. What, I know my Cue. Then we contra- 
dict one another like two Battle-dores ; ; for Contradictions 
beget one another like Jews. 

+PEFULANT. 


If he ſays Black's Black — If I have a Humour to ſay 
All's one for that. 


tis Blue Let that paſs 
If T have a Humonr to prove it, it muſt be granted, 
WITWOUD. 
Not poſitively muſt But it may It may. 
© SETULENG 
Yes, it poſitively muſt, upon Proof poſitive. 
 WITWVHOUD. 


Ay, upon Proof poſitive it muſt; but upon Proof pre- 
ſumptive it only may, That's a Logical Diſtinction now, 


Madam. 
Mrs. 


% 


— 
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Mrs. MARWOOD. | 

J perceive your Debates are of Importance, and very 
learnedly handled, 


PETULANT. 
Importance i is one Thing, and Learning's another ; but 
a Debate's a Debate, that I aſſert. 
: WITRFOUD. 

Petulant's an Enemy to Learning ; he relies altogether 
on his Parts, | 
PE 7 ULANT. 

No, I'm no Enemy to Learning ; it hurts not me. 
Mrs. MARWOOD. 
That's a Sign indeed it's no Enemy to you. 
PETULANT: 

No, no, it's no Enemy to any Body, but them that 
have it. 

MILLAMANT,. . 

Well, an illiterate Man's my Averſion. I wonder at the 
Impudence of an illiterate Man, to offer to make Love. 

WITWOUD. 

That I confeſs I wonder at too. 

MILLAMANT. 

Ah! to marry an Ignorant ! that can hardly Read or 

Write. | 
PETULANT. 

Why ſhou'd a Man be any further from being marry'd 
tho he can't read, than he is from being hang'd ? The 
Ordinary's paid for ſetting the P/a/m, and the Pariſh-Prieſt 
for reading the Ceremony. And for the reſt which is to 

follow in both Caſes, a Man may do it without Book— 
So all's one for that. | 

MILLAMANT. 

D'ye hear the Creature? Lord, here's Company, [ll 

be gone. 


D 5 SCENE 
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SCENE XIV. 


Sir WII VII WitTwoud in à riding Dreh, Mrs, Max: 
woop, PETUuLanT, WitwouD, FRET MAN, 


 WITW OUD. | 
IN the Name of Bart/emew and his Fair, what have 


we here? 
Mrs. MA RVO UD. 
*Tis your Brother, I fancy. Don't you know him? 
WITWOUD. 
Not I Yes, I think it is he I've almoſt 
forgot him; I have not ſeen him fince the Revolution, 
£0 O04 MH N:; 

Sir, my Lady's dreſſing. Here's Company; if you 
pleaſe to walk in, in the mean time. 
| Sir TLFULL. 

Drefling ! What, it's but Morning here I warrant with 
you in London; we ſhou'd count it towards Afternoon in 
our Parts, down in Shropfoire Why then belike my 
12 han't din'd yet Ha, Friend ? 

FOOTMAN: :- 

1 1 Aunt, Sir ? | 

Sir WI LF ULI. 

My Aunt, Sir? yes my Aunt, Sir, and your Lady, Sir; 
your Lady is my Aunt, Sir- why, what, doſt thou not know 
me, Friend ? Why t end ſome Body hither that does. 
How long haſt thou liv'd with thy Lady, Fellow, ha ? 
| FOOT MA NM. 

A Week, Sir; longer than any in the Houſe, except 
my oP" s Woman. 


Sir 
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Sir VI LFU II. 
Why then belike thou doſt not know thy Lady, if thou 
ſeeſt her, ha, Friend ! 
FOOT MAN. 

Why truly, Sir, I cannot ſafely ſwear to her Face in a 
Morning, before ſhe is dreſs'd. Tis like I may give a 
ſhrewd yr] at her by this time. | 

Sir VI LFU LI. | 

Well, pr'ythee try what thou can'ſt do; if thou can'ſt 
not gueſs, inquire her out, doſt hear, Fellow? And tell 
her, her Nephew, Sir Wisſull Mitauoad, is in the Houſe, 

FOOT MAN. 
I ſhall, Sir. | ; 
SWF LE UL DL. 
Hold ye, hear me, Friend; a Word with you | in your 
Ear: Pr'ythee who art theſe Galants ? | 
FOOT MA M. 

Really, Sir, I can't tell; here comes ſo many here, tis 

hard to know em all. 


SCENE XV. 


Sir WiILFULLWITwoupr, PETULANT, WI r- 
WOUD, Mrs. MARWO Op. 


SSP ILFEU EL 
ies this Fellow knows leſs'than a Starling ; ; I don t 
think a' knows his own Name. 5 
Mrs. MA XN OO D. 
Mr. Vitauoud, your Brother is not behind-hand in For- 
getfulneſs I fancy he has forgot you too. 
 WITWOUD. 

I hope ſo——The Devil take him that remembers firſt, 

J ſay. Sir 
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Sir . LF U LI. 
Save you Gentlemen and Lady. = 
Mrs. MARWOOD. 
For ſhame, Mr. Witwoud ; why won't you ſpeak to 


him ? And you, Sir. | 
WITWO UD. 


Petulant, ſpeak. | 
| PET LAN. 
And you, Sir. 
Sir WILFULL 
No Offence, I hope. [Salutes Mar wood 
Mrs. MAR N OO D. 
No ſure, Sir. 
VWrVO UD. 
This is a vile Dog, I ſee that already. No Offence! 
Ha, * ha! To him; to him, Petulant, ſmoke lin. 
- PEYUGCHNT. 
It "ep as if you had come a Journey, Sir ; hem, "0 
[ Surveying him "ON 
Sir WILFULL. 
very likely, Sir, that it may ſeem ſo. 
LEETULSN 2. 
No Offence ! I hope, Sir. 
WITWOUD. 
Smoke the Boots, the Boots; Petulant the Boots; Ha, 
ha, ha. | 


SrW/IT1LFULTDI. 

May be not, Sir; thereafter as 'tis meant, Sir, 
PETULAXNT. To : 

Sir, T preſume upon the Information of your Boots. 
„. | 
Why, "tis like you may, Sir: If you are not fats yd 
with the Information of my Boots, Sir, if you will ſtep 
to the Stable, you way inquire further of my Horſe, 


Sir. 
PE T U- 


A kk CITY 
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PETUL ANT. 
vas Horſe, Sir! Your Horſe is an Aſs, Sir! 
ir #TLFULE 
Do you ſpeak by way of Offence, Sir? 
Mrs. MA RM OO D. 
The Gentleman's merry, that's all, Sir “life, we 
ſhall have a Quarrel betwixt an Horſe and an Aſs, before 
they find one another out, You muſt not take any 
thing amiſs from your Friends, Sir. You are among your 
Friends, here, tho' it may be you don't know it If 
I am not miſtaken, you are Sir W;J/ull Witwoud. 
ir EFV TTL. 
Right, Lady; I am Sir W:}full Witwoud, ſo I write 
' myſelf ; no Offence to any Body, I hope; and N ephew 
to the Lady Wiſfort of this Manſion, 8 
Mrs. MA R NM OO D. 
Don't you know this Gentleman, Sir? 
Sir VILFU II. 
Hum! What, ſure tis not Yea by'r "0 bat 
'tis—Sheart I know not whether 'tis or no—— Yea 
but tis by the Rekiz. Brother Antony What Tony, i'faith ! 
What, doſt thou not know me? By'r Lady nor I thee. 
thou art ſo Becravated, and fo Beperiwig d Sheart 
why doſt not ſpeak ? Art thou o'er- joy d?ꝰ 
WITWOUD.- 
Odſo Brother, is it you? Vour Servant, Brother. 
Sir WI LF UI. | 
Your Servant ! Why yours, Sir. Your Servant again— 
ONE and your Friend and Servant to that. And 
(puff) and a Flap Dragon for your Service, Sir: 
pers a Hare's Foot, and a Hare's Scut for your 8 
Sir; an you be ſo cold and ſo courtly ! | 
WITWOUD. 


No Offence, 1 0 Brother. 
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Sir VI LFU II. 

*Sheart, Sir, but there is, and much Offence. —— A 
Pox, is this your Inns o' Court Breeding, not to know 
your Friends and your Relations, your Elders, and your 
Betters. : 

WITWOUD. 

Why, Brother Wilfull of Salop, you may be as ſhort as 
a Shrewsbury Cake, if you pleaſe. But I'll tell you 'tis 
not modiſh to know Relations in Town. You think 
you're in the Country, where great lubberly Brothers ſlab- 
ber and kiſs one another when they meet, like a Call of 
Serjeants Tis not the Faſhion here; tis not indeed, 
dear Brother. | 

| A r#4I&FLLHL, | 

The Faſhion's a Fool ; and you're a Fop, dear Brother. 
*Sheart, I've ſuſpected this By'r Lady I conjectur'd 
you were a Fop, ſince you began to change the Stile of 
your Letters, and write in a ſcrap of Paper gilt round the 
Edges, no bigger than a Subpe@ra. I might expect this 
when you left off Honour'd Brother ; and heping you are 
in good Health, and ſo forth - To begin with a Rat me, 
Knight, Pm ſo fick of a laſt Night's Debauch- O'ds 
Heart, and then tell a familiar Tale of a Cock and a Bull, 
and a Whore and a Bottle, and ſo conclude- --You cou'd 
write News before you were out of your Time, when 
you liv'd with honeſt Pumple- Neſe the Attorney of Furni- 
wa/'s Inn----You cou'd intreat to be remember'd then to 
your Friends round the Re#zz, We could have Gazertes then, 

and Dawks's Letter, and the Weekly Bill, *till of late Days. 

PETUL ANT. : 

*Slife, Vitcuoud, were you ever an Attorney's Clerk ? 
Of the Family of the Furnivals. Ha, ha, ha! | 
15 WI1TWOUD. 

Ay, ay, but that was but for a while. Not long, not 
long; pſhaw, I was not in my own Power then. An 
, ; | Or phan, 
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3 and this Fellow was my Guardian; ſay, ay, I 

glad to conſent to that, Man, to come to London. 
He hag the Diſpoſal of me then. If I had not agreed to 
that, 1 might have been bound Prentice to a Felt-Maker 


in Shrewsbury; this Fellow would have bound me to a 


Maker of Felts. 
| Sir .I L F U L T. | 

*Sheart, and better than to be bound to a Maker of 
Fops ; where, I ſuppoſe, you have ſery'd your Time; and 
now you may ſet up for yourſelf. 

Mrs. MA R O O D. 

You intend to Travel, Sir, as I'm inform'd. 

Sir /TLFULL, - 

Belike I may, Madam. I may chance to fail upon he 
ſalt Seas, if my Mind hold. 
PETULAN T. 

And the Wind ſerve. 

Sr WILFULL. 

Serve or not ſerve, I ſhan't ask Licenſe of you, Sir; 
nor the Weather-Cock your Companion. 1 dire& my 
Diſcourſe to the Lady, Sir; Tis like my Aunt may have 
told you, Madam ----Yes, I have ſettl'd my Concerns, 
I may ſay now, and am minded to fee Foreign Parts. 
If an how that the Peace holds, whereby chat is Taxes 
abate, 

Mrs. MA RWO O D. 
3 thought you had defign'd for France at all Adven- 
tures, 
Sir 1 1LF U L L | 

J can't tell that; 'tis like I may, and 'tis like I may 
not. Iam ſomewhat dainty in making a Reſolution----.- 
becauſe when I make it I keep it, I don't ſtand ſhill T, 
ſhall I, then; if I ſay” 5 I'll do it: But I have Thoughts 
to tarry a ſmall matter in Town, to learn ſomewhat of 
your Lingo firſt, before I croſs the Seas. I'd gladly have 

a 
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a ſpice of your French as they ſay, whereby to hold Diſ- W- 
courſe in Foreign Countries. 
Mrs. MA RVO O D. 
Here's an Academy in Town for that uſe. 
| Sir VI LFULL. 
There is? Tis like there may. | 
Mrs. MARWOO D. 
No doubt you will return very much improv'd. 
5 WITWOUD. 
Yes, refin'd like a Dutch Foe from a Whale-fiſhing, 
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SCENE XVI. 


[To them] Lady W1s HFORT and FAINALL, 


| 59 WISH F OR T. 
IN Fete: you are welcome. 
Sir W1LFULL, 
Aunt, your Servant. 
FAFTNALL. 
Sir Willfull, your moſt faithful Servant. 
er FILL LDL. 
_ Cont Fainall, give me your Hand, 
Lady WISHFORT. | 
Couſin Witwoud, your Servant; Mr. Petulant, your 
Servant Nephew, you are welcome again. Will 
you drink any thing after your Journey, Nephew, before 
vou eat? Dinner's almoſt ready. 
"Sr FUNAI. 

I'm very well I thank you, Aunt——— However, 
I thank you for your courteous Offer. Sheart I was 
afraid you wou'd have been in the Faſhion too, and have 
| remem- 


iſe 
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_ remember'd to have forgot your Relations. Here's your 


Couſin Tony, belike, I mayn 't call him Brother for fear 


of Offence. 
Lady W ISHFORT. _ 

O he's a Rallier, Nephew---My Couſin's a Wit: And 
your great Wits always rally their beſt Friends to chooſe, 
When you have been Abroad, Nephew, you'll underſtand 
Raillery better. [ Fain. and Mrs. Marwood talk apart. 

Sir WILFULL 

Why then let him hold his Tongue in the mean time; 

and rail when that Day comes. 


SCENE XVII. | 
[ 7 them] M1NncC1N S. 


8 MINCING. 
M E M. I am come to acquaint your Laſhip that Din- 
ner is impatient. 
Sir JTILFULL. 

Impatient? Why then belike it won't ſtay till I pull 
off my Boots. Sweet-heart, can you help me to a Pair 
of Slippers ?---My Man's with his Horſes, I warrant. 

Lady WIS N FORT. 

Fy, fy, Nephew, you wou'd not pull off your Boots 
here---Go down into the Hall — Dinner ſhall ſtay for 
you---My Nephew's a little unbred, you'll pardon him, 
Madam,-- Gentlemen will you walk! Marwood ? 

Mrs. MA RVO O D. 
I'II follow you, Madam, - -before Sir Wigfull is ready. 


SCENE 


a 


SCENE XVIII. 


Ars. MarRwoor, FAINAL I. 


| FAINALL. h 

HY then Foiblè's a Bawd, an Arrant, Rank, Match- 
making Bawd. And I it feems am a Husband, a 
Rank-Husband; and my Wife a very Arrant, Rank- Wife, 
---all in the Way of the World. 'Sdeath ! to be a Cuckold 
by Anticipation, a Cuckold in Embrio! Sure I was born 
with budding Antlers like a young Satyr, or a Citizen's 
Child. *Sdeath ! to be Out-witted, to be Out-jilted — 
Out-Matrimony'd, If I had kept my Speed like a 


Stag, twere ſomewhat ——— but to crawl after, with | 


my Horns like a Snail, and be out-ſtripp'd by my Wife--- 
"Tis Scurvy Wedlock. Ih 

Mrs. MARVWOOD. | 
Then ſhake it off; you have often wiſh'd for an Op- 
portunity to part ; — and now you have it. But 
firſt prevent their Plot, the half of Millamant's 
Fortune is too conſiderable to be parted with, to a Foe, 
to Mirabell. | 


FAINALTD. | 

Damn him, that had been mine---had you not made 
that fond Diſcovery---That had been forfeited, had they 
been married. My Wife had added Luftre to my Horns, 
by that Increaſe of Fortune. I cou'd have worn 'em 
tipt with Gold, tho' my Forehead had been furniſh'd like 
a Deputy-Lieutenant's Hall. | 

: ni. MAIFRF ODD. 

They may prove a Cap of Maintenance to you till, if 
you can away with your Wife. And ſhe's no worſe —_ 
when 


— 2 
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when you had her I dare ſwear ſhe had given up 


her Game, before ſhe was marry'd. 


FAINALL. 

Hum ! That may be 

Mrs. ARNO OD. 

You married her to keep you; and if you can contrive 
to have her keep you better than you expected; why 
ſhould you not keep her longer than you intended ? 

FAINALT. 

The Means, the Means. 

Mrs. MA RWOOD. 

Diſcover to my Lady your Wife's Conduct; threaten 
to part with her---My Lady loves her, and will come to 
any Compoſition to ſave her Reputation. Take the Op- 
portunity of breaking it, juſt upon the Diſcovery of this 
Impoſture. My Lady will be enrag'd beyond Bounds, 
and ſacrifice Neice, and Fortune, and all at that Con- 
junfture. And let me alone to keep her warm ; if ſhe 
ſhou'd flag in her part, I will not fail to prompt her. 

FAINALL. 

Faith, this has an Appearance. 

Mrs. MA RWO OD. | 

I'm ſorry I hinted to my Lady to endeavour a Match 
between Millamant and Sir /;}/ull, that may be an Ob- 
ſtacle. 

 FAINALL. 

O for that Matter leave me to manage him; I'll diſa- 
ble him for that. He will drink like a Dane: After 
Diner, P11 fet his Hand in. | 

Mrs. MARIO OD. 

Well, how do you ſtand affected towards your Lady? 
| FATNALLDL. 

Why faith Pm thinking of it.----Let me fee——— I 
am marry'd already ; fo that's over My Wife 
has play'd the Jade with me — Well, that's over _— | 
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I never lov'd her, or if I had, why that wou'd have 
been over too by this time Jealous of ber I cannot 
be, for I am certain; ſo there's an end of Jealouſy, Weary 
of her, I am and ſhall be No, there's no end of that; 
No, no, that were too much to hope. Thus far concern- 
ing my Repoſe. Now for my Reputation, As to 
my own, I marry'd not for it; ſo that's out of the Queſ- 
tion And as to my Part in my Wife's 
Why ſhe had parted with hers before; ſo bringing none 
to me, ſhe can take none from me; tis againſt all Rule 
of Play, that I ſhould loſe to one, who. has not where- 
withal to ſtake, 

| Mrs. MA RW OO DD. 

Beſides you forget, Marriage is honourable. 
FAINALE. 

Hum ! Faith and that's well thought on ; Marriage 
is honourable, as you ſay ; and if ſo, wherefore ſhould 
Cuckoldom be a Diſcredit, being deriv'd from ſo honou- 
Table a Root? 

| Mrs. MA RW OO D. 

Nay I know not; if the Root be honourable, why 

not the Branches? | 


FAINALL. 

So, ſo, why this Point's clear.---Well, how do we 
proceed ? | | * | 
Mrs. MARVW OOD. 

I will contrive a Letter which ſhall be deliver'd to my 
Lady at the time when that Raſcal who is to a& Sir 
Rowlſand is with her. It ſhall come as from an unknown 
Hand for the leſs I appear to know of the Truth, 


the better I can play the Incendiary. Beſides, I wou'd 
not have Foible provok'd if I could help it, becauſe you 
know ſhe knows ſome Paſſages—Nay I expect all will 
come out.---But let the Mine be ſprung firſt, and then 1 
care not if I am diſcover d. | 


F AI N: 


ve 


The Way of the WorLD. 93 


FAINALL, 

If the worſt come to the worſt,---I'll turn my Wife 
to Graſs-- I have already a Deed of Settlement of the 
beſt Part of her Eftate ; which I wheedled out of her; 
and that you ſhall partake at leaſt. 

Mrs. MA R OO D. 

I hope you are convinc'd that I hate Mirabell now: 

You'll be no more Jealous ? 
FAINALL. 

Jealous, no---by this Kiſs---let Husbands be Jealous ; 

but let the Lover ſtill believe: Or if he doubt, let it 


be only to endear his Pleaſure, and prepare the Joy that 


follows, when he proves his Miſtreſs true. But let Hus- 
bands Doubts convert to endleſs Jealouſy ; or if they have 
Belief, let it corrupt to Superſtition, and blind Credulity, 


Jam fingle, and will herd no more with 'em. True, I 


wear the Badge, but I'll diſown the Order. And fince I 
take my Leave of em, I care not if I leave em a com- 
mon Motto to their common Creſt. 


All Husbands muſt, or Pain, or Shame endure ; 
 TheWiſe too rel are, Fools too ſecure, 


„ End of the Third A8, 
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ACT IV. SCENE L 


(SCENE continues. 1 

| c 

Lady Wis HTORT and FoOlBLE. C 
Lady WISHFORT. | a 

EN, > 8 Sir Rowland coming, ſfay'ſt thou, Foible p a 
and are Things in Order ? h. 

_ FOIBLE. al 


= Yes, Madam. I have put Wax-Lights 4 
5 in the Sconces ; and plac'd the Footmen Wy *' 
in a Row in the Hall, in their beſt Live- 8 ? 
ries, with the Coachman and Poſtilion to fill up the 


uipage. . 
"PTY Lady W ISH FORT. 
Have you oulvill'd the Coachman and Poſtilion, that 
they may not ſtink of the Stable, when Sir Rowland * 
comes by ? ©. 
FOIBLE. 
Yes, Madam. to 
Lady W ISHFOR "-Þ 
And are the Dancers and the Muſic ready, that he 
may be entertain'd in all Points with Correſpondence to F 
his Paſſion? | * 
FOIBLE. on m 
All is ready, Madam. 
Lady SH FORT. 
And----Well---and how do I look, Foible 
FOIBLE. 


r 
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Moſt killing well, Madam. 

Lady F Dp, 

Well, and how ſhall I receive him? In what Figure 
ſhall J give his Heart the firſt Impreflion? There is a 
great deal in the firſt Impreſſion. Shall I fit?——No, I 
won't ſit— I'll walk-— ay Pl! walk from the Door 
vpon his Entrance; and then turn full upon him No, 
that will be too ſudden. I'll lie---ay, I'll lie down---Pl1 
receive him in my little Dreſſing- Room. There's a 
Couch Ves, yes, I'll give the firſt Impreſſion on a 
Couch——1 won't lie neither, but loll and lean upon one 


Elbow 3 with one Foot a little dangling off, jogging in 


a thoughtful Way——Yes——and then as ſoon as he 
appears, ſtart, ay, ſtart and be ſurpris'd, and riſe to meet 
him in a pretty Diſorder—— Yes-- O, nothing is more 
alluring than a Levee from a Couch in ſome Confuſion -- 
It ſhews the Foot to Advantage, and furniſhes with Bluſhes 


and recompoſing Airs beyond Compariſon. Hark ! there's 


a Coach. 
q FOIBLE. 
*Tis he, Madam. 
Lady W ISHFORT. 
O dear, has my Nephew made his Addreſſes to Milla- 
mant ? I order'd him. | 
FO IBL E. | 
Sir Willful is ſet in to Drinking, Madam, in the Par- 
„ ol 
Lady. WISH FORT. | 
Odds my Life, III ſend him to her. Call her down, 
Foible ; bring her hither. I'Il ſend him as I go 
When they are together, then come to me Foib/e, that I 
may not be too long alone with Sir Roww/ang, 


SCENE 
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SCENE 1. 


— 


Mrs. RY Mrs. Fainall, Fo BL E. 


: FF 
Adam, I ſtay'd here, to tell your Ladyſhip that 
Mr, Mirabell has waited this half Hour for an Op- 
portunity to talk with you. Tho' my Lady's Orders were 
to leave you and Sir Willfull together. Shall I tell Mr. 
Mirabell that you are at leiſure ? 
 MILLAMANT. 

No---What wou'd the dear Man have? I am thought- 
ful, and wou'd _—_ myſelf.---Bid him come another 
time. 

__ never yet was Woman made, 


Nor ſhall, but to be cursd. 
[ Repeating and walking about, 
That's hard ! 


Mrs. FAINA LI. 
You are very fond of Sir John Suckling to-day, Milla- 
mant, and the Poets. : 
MILLAMANT. 
He? Ay, and filthy Verſes— So I am. 
D FOTBLE. 
Sir Wilfull is coming, Madam, Shall I ſend Mr. 
Mirabell away? | 
MILLAMANT. 
Ay, if you pleaſe, Foible, ſend him away,---Or ſend 
kim hither,---juſt as you will, dear Fozb/e.---I think [ll 
ſe hime--Shall I? Ay, let the Wretch come, 


Thyrſis, 


d 
'Il 


is, 
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Thyrſis, @ Youth of the inſpir d Train. FI, 
[ Repeating, _ \ 
Dear Fainall, entertain Sir Niall. Thou haſt Philo- 
ſophy to undergo a Fool, thou art marry'd and haſt 
Patience---I would confer with my own Thoughts. | 
Mrs. FAINA LI. 


I am oblig d to you, that you would make me your 
Proxy in this Affair; but I have Buſineſs of * own. 


SCENE III. 
[To them] Sir W I + 7 34 fn. 
Mrs. FAI NAL . 
O Sir Wilfull, you are come at the critical Infant; | 


| There's your Miſtreſs up to the Ears in Love and . 
Contemplation ; purſue your Point, now or never. 


Sir WILFULL, 
Yes; my Aunt will have it ſo 
ly have been encourag'd with a Bottle or 
two, becauſe I'm ſomewhat wary at firſt, | 22 
before I am acquainted; — But J hope, 5 Walks about 
after a time, I ſhall break my Mind T eating to her- 
that is upon further Acquaintance — fer: 
So for the preſent, Couſin, I'll take my Leave 
If ſo be you'll be ſo kind to make my Excuſe, I'll return 
to my Company 


I would glad- 
This evbile Mil. 


__ Min FA INALL. 
O fy, Sir Wi/full ! What, you mull not be daunted. 
Sir VILFUII. 

Daunted, no, that's not it, it is not ſo much for ie 
for if ſo be that I ſet on't, I'll dot. But only for 
the preſent, tis ſufficient till further Acquaintance, that's 
allen——your Servant. 

Vol. III. E | Mrs, 
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Mrs. FAINALL. 


Nay, I'll ſwear you ſhall never loſe fo favourable an 
Opportunity, if I can help it. I'll leave you together, 
and lock the Door, 


SCENE V. 


Sir WiLeEULL, M1iLLAMANT, 


Sr FILFULL, 


N Y, nay Couſin,- -I have forgot my Gloves, 


What d'ye do? *Sheart a'has lock'd the Door indeed, 
I think--------Nay, Couſin Fainall, open the Door-----. - 
Pſhaw, what a Vixon Trick is this? Nay, now a' has 


ſeen me too-------:Couſin, I made bold to paſs thro? as it 


were I think this Door's Ig 
_ Milla. | repeating] 
priytbee ſpare me, gentle bo, 
Preſs me no more for that flight Toy. 
Sir Will. Anan? Couſin, your Servant, 


Milla. That ſooliſb Trifle of a Heart 
Sir Wilkfull ! 
Sr VILF ULI. 
Ves your Servant. No Offence I hope, Couſin. 


Milla [repeating. ] 
1 favear it will not do its Pal, 5 


Tho' thou doft thine, emplay'fi thy Power and — 
Natural, eaſy Suck/ing ! © 
Sir WILFULL. 
Anan ? Sucking ? No ſuch Suckling neither, Couſin, 
nor Stripling : I thark Heav'n, I'm no Minor. 
MILLAMANT. © 


Ah Ric, ruder than Gothic. 


Cadets Sir 


ir 
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Sir WILFULL. 


Well, well, I ſhall underſtand your Lingo one of theſe 
Days. Couſin, in the mean while 1 muſt anſwer's in plain 


Engliſh. 
MILLAMANT. 
Have you any Buſineſs with me, Sir Wisfull ? 
Sir WILFULL. 
Not at preſent, Couſin-------Yes, I made bold to ſee, to 
come and know if that how you were diſpos'd to fetch a 
Walk this Evening, if ſo be that I might not be trouble. 


ſom, I would have fought a Walk with you. 


MILLAMAMNT. 
A Walk? What then? 
Sir WILFULT. 
Only for the Walk's ſake, that's 


Nay nothing 
all 


M 1 L L4 MANT. N | 
I nauſeate walking; tis a Country Diverfion 3 I jocks 
the Country and every thing that relates to it. 
Sr WILFULL. 1255 
Indeed! Hah ! Look ye, look ye, you do? Nay, tis 
like you may -Here are choice of Paſtimes here 


in Town, as Plays and the like, that muſt be-conteis'd in- 
deed. 


| MILLAMANT. 
4 Vetourdie 1 ] hate the Town too. 
Sir W ILFULL. 
Dent Heart, that's much Hah! that you ſhould 
hate em both ! Hah! 'tis like you may 3 there are ſome 
can't reiiſh the Town, and others can't away with the 


Country. tis like you may be one of thoſe, 


Couſin. 
MILL 4 MAN T. 
Ha, ha, ha. Ves, tis like I may, <= You have no- 
thing further to ſay to me 7 
E 2 Sir 


100 De War of the WoR LD, 


Sir WIL FULL, 

Not at preſent, Couſin--.-------'tis like when I have an 
Opportunity to be more private I may break my 
Mind in ſome meaſure ] conjecture you partly gueſs 
— However that's as time ſhall try. hut ſpare to 
ſpeak and ſpare to ſpeed, as they ſay. 

MILLAMANT. 
If it is of no great Importance, Sir Wilſull, you will ob. 


lige me to leave me: I have juſt now a little Buſineſs —— 


Sir WILFULL. 

Enough, enough, Couſin: Yes, yes, all a caſe 
When you're diſpos d. Now's as well as another time; 
and another time as well as now: All's one for that, -— 
Yes, yes, if your Concerns call you, there's no haſte; it 
will keep cold, as they ſay— Couſin, your Servant 
I think this Door's lock d. 

2 MILLAMANT. 
You may go this way, Sir. 
Sir W IL FULL. 
Your Servant, then with your leave Tl return to my 


Company. 


MILLAMA NT. 
Ay, ay; ha, ha, ha 
Like Phœbus ſung the no leſs am'rous Boy. : 


W . aol > , 2 — 7 Qy 75 2 - 
Ale SP IC Y,. AGE: Sat — — HCO) ; 5 ERA 


SGENE v. 


M1LLAMANT, MIiRABELL; 


MIRABELL. 
Fx e Daphne pe, as Lovely and as Cay. 
Do you lock yourſelf up from me, to make my 


Search more curious? Or is this pretty Artifice contriv'd, 
| to 
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to ſignify that here the Chace muſt end, and my Purſuit 
be crown'd, for you can fly no further? 
I MILLAMANT. 

Vanity l No I'll fly and be follow'd to the laft 
Moment, tho' I'm upon the very Verge of Matrimony, I 
expect you ſhould ſolicit me as much as if I were wa- 
vering at the Grate of a Monaſtery, with one Foot over 
the Threſhold, I'Il be ſolicited to the very laſt, nay and 


afterwards. | | £ 
MIRABELL. 
What, after the laſt ? 
MILLAMANT. 


O, I ſhould think I was poor and had nothing to be- 
ſtow, if I were reduc'd to an inglorious Eaſe ; and freed 
from the agreeable Fatigues of Solicitation, 

MIRABELL. 

But do not you know, that when Fayours are conferr'd 
upon inſtant and tedious Solicitation, that they diminiſh 
in their Value, and that both the Giver loſes the Grace, 
and the Receiver leſſens his Pleaſure ? 

MILLAMANT. 45 

It may be in Things of common Application; but ne- 
ver ſure in Love. O, I hate a Lover, that can dare to 
think he draws a Moment's Air, independent on the Boun- 
ty of his Miſtreſs. There is not ſo impudent a Thing in 
Nature, as the ſaucy Look of an aſſured Man, confident 
of Succeſs. The Pedantic Arrogance of a very Husband, 
has not fo Pragmatical an Air. Ah! I'll never marry, 
unleſs I am firſt made ſure of my Will and Pleaſure. 

| MIRABELL, | 

Would you have em both before Marriage? Or will 
you be contented with the firſt now, and Ray for the 
other ill after Grace? | 


- E 4 _ MIb 
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MILLAMANT. 

Ah don't be imperiinent — My dear Liberty, ſhall I 
leave thee ? My faithful Solitude, my darling Comempla- 
tion, muſt I bid you then Adieu? Ay h adieu My 
Morning Thoughts, agreeable Wakings, indolent Slumbers, 
ye douceurs, ye Sommeils au Matin, adieu-----T can't do't, 

tis more than impoſlible—— Poſitively Mirabell, ll lie 
a- bed in a Morning as long as I pleaſe, | 
MIRABELL. 
Then I'll get up in a Morning as early as I pleaſe, 
MILLAMANT. | 

Ah! Idle Creature, get up when you will And 
d'ye hear, I won't be call'd Names after I'm marry d; 
pokirively I won't be call'd Names. | 

IN . 


Names! | 
MILLAMANT. 

Ay, as Wife, Spouſe, my Dear, ſoy, Jewel, Love, 
Sweet - heart, and the reſt of that nauſeous Cant, i in which 
Men and their Wives are fo fulſomly familiar — 
I ſhall never bear that. Good Mirabell don't let us be 
familiar or fond, nor kiſs before Folks, like my Lady 
Fadler and Sir Francis: Nor go to Hide Park together the 
firſt Sunday in a new Chariot, to provoke Eyes and Whiſ- 
pers; And then never be ſeen there topether again; as if 
we were proud of one another the firſt Week, and aſham'd 
of one another ever after. Let us never viſit together, nor 
go to a Play together, but let us be very ſtrange and well- 
bred : Let us be as ſtrange as if we had been marry'd a 
great while; and as well-bred as if we were not marry'd 
at all. 


MIRABELL. 
Have you any more Conditions to offer ? Hitherto your 
Demands are pretty reaſonable, 


a M I E- 


. K i ei „ 
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MILLAMANT. | 

Trifles. As Liberty to pay and receive Viſits 
to and from whom I pleaſe; to write and receive Letters, 
without adi, vr or wry Faces on your Part; to 
wear what I pleaſe ; ang chooſe Converſation with regard 
only to my own Taſte; to have no Obligation upon me to 
converſe with Wits that ] don't like, becaute they are your 
Acquaintance ; or to be intimate with Fools, becauſe they 
may be your Relations. Come to Pinner when I pleaſe, 
dine in my Dreffing- -Room when I'm out of Humour, 
without giving a Reaſon. To have my Cloſet inviolate ;. 
to be ſole Empreſs cf my Tea-Table, which you muſt ne- 
ver preſume to approach, without firſt asking Leave.. 
And laſtly, where-ever I am, you ſhall always knock at 
the Door before you come in. Theſe Articles ſubſcrib'd, if 
I continue to endure you a little longer, I may by degrees. 
dy indle into a Wife. 

MIRABELE. 

' Your Bill of Fare is ſomething advanc'd in this latter 
Account. Well, have I Liberty to offer Conditions — — 
That when you are dwindled into a Wife, I may not be 
beyond Meaſure enlarg'd into a Husband, 

MILLAMANT. 

Vou have free leave, propoſe your utmoſt, 4” and. 

ſpare not. 


1 RABELL | 
I thank you. VInprimis then, I covenant that your 


Acquaintance be general; that you admit no ſworn Con- 
fident, or Intimate of your own Sex: No ſhe. Friend to 


ſcreen her Affairs under your Countenance, and tempt 


Lou to make Trial of a mutual Secrecy, No Decoy- 
Duck to wheedle you a fop-/crambling to the Play in a 
Mask 


— Then bring you home in a pretended Fright, 
And rail 


when you think you ſhall be found out 


at me for * the Play, and diſappointing the Fro- 


E 4. lick 
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th which you had to pick me up and prove my Con- 
tancy. 
MILLAMANT. | 

| Deteſtable rant I goto the Play i in a Mask! 

 MIRABEELL. *: 

"hem, 1 Article, that you continue to like your own 
Face, as long as I ſhall : And while it paſſes current with 
me, that you endeavour not to new- coin it. To which 
end, together with all Vizards for the Day, I prohibit all 
Masks for the Night, made of Oil'd-skins and I know not 
what Hogs Bones, Hares Gall, Pig-Water,” and the 
Marrow of a roſted Cat, In ſhort, I forbid all Commerce 
with the Gentlewoman in ah dye call it Court. Iten, 
I ſhut my Doors againſt all Bawds with Baskets, and 
Penny-worths of Muſlin, China, Fans, Atlaſſes, &C, Am, 

when you ſhall be breeding 
| MILLAM 4 N - 

Ah! Name it not. | 

= "MF RABELLI. 

Which may be preſum'd, with a Bleſſing on our En» 
« deayours 


MIL LAN 4 N 7. 

Odious Endeavours . 

I denounce againſt all ſtrait HSA ſqueezing for. a 
Shape, till you mould my Boy's Head like a Sugar- -loaf; 
and inſtead of a Man- Child, make me Father to a Crooked- 
Billet. Laftly, to the Dominion of the Tea-Table ] ſub- 
mit —— But with proviſo, that you exceed not in your 
Province; but reſtrain yourſelf to native and ſimple Tea- 
' Table Drinks, as Tea, Chocolate and Coffee, As likewiſe 
to genuine and authoriz d Tea-Table-Talk Such as 
mending of Faſhions, ſpoiling Reputations, railing at ab- 
ſent Friends, and ſo forth —— But that on no Ac- 
count you incroach upon the Mens ee * ore · 

: ume 
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fame to drink Healths, or toaſt Fellows; for Prevention 
of which, I baniſh all Foreign Forces, all Auxiliaries to the 
Tea-T, ako; as Orange Brandy, all Anniſeed, Cinnamon, Ci- 
tron and Barbadoe's: Waters, together with Ratafia and the 
moſt noble Spirit of Clary.— But for Couſſip Wine, Poppy- 
Water, and all Dormitives, thoſe I allow —— Theſe P/ o- 
wiſos admitted in other Things, I may prove a traQable 
and complying Husband. | 

MILLAMANT. 
O horrid Provifos! filthy ſtrong Waters! J toaſt Fel- 
lows, odious Men ! I hate your odious Proviſos. 
MIRABELL. 
T Then we're agreed. Shall I kiſs your Hand upon the 
Contract] and here comes one to be a Witneſs to the 
Sealing of the Deed. 
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SCENE vI. 
[ To mem ] Mrs. FAIN AI I. 


N I LL 4 M ANT. 

Anal what ſhall I do? ſhall J have him? I think F 

muſt have him, 
Mrs. FAI VAL I. 
Ay, ay, take him, take him; what ſhou'd you do ? 

 _MILLAMANT. 

Well then—T'll take my Death, I'm in a horrid Fright 

—Fainall, I ſhall never ſay it Well—I think—Pll 


endure you. 
| Mrs. FAINALL. 
Fy, fy, have him, have him, and tell him ſo in plan 


Terms: For I'm ſure you have a Mind to him. 
E 5 MT Ls 


7 
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ILLAMANT. | 

Are you? I think I have - and the horrid Man 
looks as if he thought ſo too well, you ridiculous 
thing you, I'll have you I won't be kiſs'd, nor I 
won't be thank'd—— Here kiſs my Hand tho' 1 85 hold 
your Tongue now, don't ſay a Word. 

Mrs. FA I NA L I. 

Mirabell, there's a Neceſſity for your Obedience. 
You have neither time to talk nor ſtay. My Mother is 
coming; and in my Conſcience if ſhe ſhou'd ſee you, 
wou'd fall into Fits, and may be not recover, time enough 
to return to Sir Roauland; who, as Foible tells me, is in a 
fair Way to ſucceed. Therefore ſpare your Exſtaſies for 
another Occaſion, and ſlip down the back Stairs, where 
Foible waits to conſult you. 

MILLAMANT. 
Ay, go, go. In the mean time I ſuppoſe 22 bave ſaid 
ſomething to pleaſe me. 6 
| MIRA E LL. 
I am all Obedience, 2 


SCENE VIII. 


M 1 LLAMANT, Mrs. FAINAL r. 


Mrs. FAINALL. 


Von. Sir WilfulP's drunk; and ſo noiſy that my Mo- 
ther has been forc'd to leave Sir Rowland to appeaſe 
him; but he anſwers her only with Singing and Drinking 
What they may have done by this time I know 
not; but Petulant and he were upon quarrelling as I came 
by. 


77 IZ. 
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MILLAMANT. 
Well; if Mirabell ſhould not make a good Husband, I 
am a-loſt thing ; for I find I love him violently. 
Mrs. FAINALL. | 
So it ſeems ; for you mind not what's ſaid to you. — 
If you doubt him, you had beſt take up with Sir Wilſull. 
MILLAMANT. © 
How can you name that ſuperannuated Lubber? foh ! 


. TAG 220m 8 . 5 05 i 


8 E E N E VIII. 
[To them] W 11 w o u D from drinking.) 


I Mrs. FAINALL. 
| 80 o, is the Fray made up, that you have leſt em? 
'WITWOUD. 
Left 'em? I could ſtay no longer----,-----T have laugh'd' 
like t ten — —— --Tam tipſy with laughing If 


. yes, the — is A my Lady came in: 
like a Neli Proſequi, and ſtopt the Proceedings. 
MILLAMANT, © 

What was the Diſpute ? _ 

 HWITWOUD. 

: That's the Jeſt; there was no Diſpute. They could nei- 
: ther of em ſpeak for Rage; and ſo fella ſputt ring at o one 
another like two roaſting Apples. | 


a 


N SCENE 


108 The Way wy Won 1 p. 
> N 3 $229 7 0 


s CEN E IX. 


(7o A Por v LA NT * Drunk. 


oa WITWOUD. EF | 
0 W Petulant ? all's over, all well? Gad my Head 
begins to whim it about Why doſt thou not 
ſpeak, thou art both as drunk and as mute as a Fiſh. 
PETUL ANT. 
Look you, Mrs. Mi//amant=——If you can love me, 
dear Ny mph-----fay it, ( · and that's the Concluſion 


paſs on, or pals. off, that's all. 
E WH WOUD. 
Thou haft utter'd Volumes, Folios, in leſs than Decime 
Sexto, my dear Lacedæmonian. Sirrah, Petulant, thou art 


an OI of Words. Bo 
PETUL ANT. 
Witwoud - 


You are an Annihilator of Senſe. | 
Thou art a Retailer of Phraſes and doft deal in Rem- 


W1TWOUD. 


nants of Remnants, like a Maker of Pincuſhions thou 
art in truth (metaphorically ſpeaking) a Speaker of Short- 


| PETULANT. 

Thou art (without a Figure) juſt one half of an Aſs, 
and Baldw;n yonder, thy half Brother, is the reſt—— A 
Gemini of A fles ſplit, would make juſt four of ycu. 

| WITWOUD. | 
The u. doſt bite, my dear Muſtard-ſeed ; ki's me for 


chat. 
ä PZ TU. 


P. 
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PETULANT. 
Stand ' off---I'll kiſs no more Males,---I have kiſs'd 
your Twin yonder in a Humour of Reconciliation, till 
he (biccup) riſes upon my Stomach like a Radiſh. 
MILLAMANT, 
Eh! fileby Creature —what was the Quarrel ? 
" PETULANT, 
There was no Quarrel----there might have been A 


Varrel. 

. WITWOUD. 2 
If there had been Words enow between em to have 

expreſs'd Provocation, they had gone together by the 

Ears like a pair of Caſtanets. 


PETULANT. 
You were the _ | 
| TLLAMANT. 70 
Me! 45 
PETUL ANT. 


If I have a Humour to quarrel, I can make leſs Mat- 
ters conclude Premiſes,---If you are not handſom, what 
then; If I have a Humour to prove it ?—If I ſhall have 
my Reward, ſay ſo; if not, fight for your Face the 
next time yourſelf. I'll go ſleep. 

WITWOUD. 

% wrap thyſelf up like a Woodlou/e, and dream Re- 
venge And hear me, if thou canſt learn to write 
by to-morrow Morning, pen me a — — 1 l 
carry it for thee. | 

PET U LANT. 

Carry your Miftreſs's Monkey @ Spider, — go flea Dogs, 

and read Romances Til go to Bed to my Maid. 
Mrs. FATNALL, | 
He's horridly Drunk how came you all i in this 


Pickle ? 


VI. 
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WITWOUD. 


A Plot, a Plot, to get rid of the Knight,----Your 
| Husband's Advice; but he ſneak'd off. 


$20: £4 NE x 


Sir WILLFYULL Drunk, Lady WIS i ForT, Wir- 
Woup, MIILAM ANT, Mrs. Fa INAL L. 


8 Lady W ISHFORT. 
O UT upon't, out upon't! at Vears of Diſcretion, 
and comport yourſelf at this Rantipole rate 
| | Sir VILFUII. 
No Offence, Aunt. 5 | 
| Lady WISHFORT. 

Offence? As Pm a Perſon, I'm aſham'd of you 
Fogh ! how you ſtink of Wine! D'ye think. my Neice will. 
ever endure ſuch a Borachio! you're an abſolute Borachie- 
| Sir WI LFULL. 

Borachio ! | | 
| , .. - 

At a time when you ſhou'd commence an Amour, and 
put your beſt Foot foremoſt ——— 

„ Sir NMH 
heart, an you grutch me your Liquor, make 2 
Bill-..--Give me more Drink, and take my Purſe. 


Sings. Pr ythee fill me the Glaſs. 
Till it laugh in my Face, 
With Ale that is potent and mellow ;. 
He that whines for a Laſs 
1s an ignorant Aſs, 
For a Bumper has not its Fellow. 
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But if you wou'd have me marry my Couſin ſay 
the Word, and I'll do't—#7/full will do't, that's the 
Word, - Wilfull will do't, that's my Creſt- my Motto 
I have forgot. | | 


Lady WISHFORT. 

My Nephew's a little overtaken, Coufin——— but tis 
with drinking your Health O' my Word you are 
oblig'd to him 

Sir VI LFU II. 

In Vino Veritas, Aunt: If I drunk your Health 
to-day, Couſin,---I am a Borachio. But if you have 
a Mind to be marry'd, ſay the Word, and ſend for the 
Piper, Wilfall will do't. If not, duſt it away, and let's 
have t'other Round —— Tony, Ods- heart where's Tony? 
Tony's an honeſt Fellow, but he ſpits after. a Bumper, 


and that's a Fault. 


Sings. We'll drink, and well neuer ha' done, Boys, 
Put the Glaſs then around with the Sun, Boys, . 
Let Apollo's Example invite us; 
For he's drunk ev ry Night, 
And that makes him ſo bright, 
That he's able next Morning to light us, 


The Sun's a good Pimple, an honeſt Soaker, he has a 
Cellar at your Antipodes. If I travel, Aunt, I touch at 
your Antipodes ——— your Antipodes are a good raſcally 
ſort of topſy-turvy Fellows If I had a Bumper I'd 


ſtand upon my Head and drink a Health to em A 
Match or no Match, Couſin, with the hard Name 
Aunt, Wilfall will do't. If ſhe has her Maidenhead let 
her look to't ; if ſhe has not, let her keep her own Coun- 


ſel in the mean time, and cry out at the nine Months 
End, | 
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Muſſulman is a dry Stinkard 
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MILLAMANT. 
Your Pardon, Madam, I can ſtay no longer---Sir Wil. 


Tull grows very powerful. Egh! how he ſmells! 1 fhall 
be overcome if I ſtay. Come, Couſin. 


} * 
ly —— TX OP J > > n 835 V WE 


SCENE XI. 


Lady Ar SH FORT, 95 WrLFULL, Mr. Wi TWOUD, 
 FoliBLE. 


Lady WISHFORT. 

8 METLLS! He wou'd poiſon a Tallow- Chandler and 
his Family. Beaſtly Creature, I know not what to 

do with him. —Travel, quoth-a ; ay travel, travel, get 

thee gone, get thee gone, get thee but far enongh, to the 

Saracens, or the Tartars, or the Turks —— for thou art 

not fit to live in a Chriſtian Commonwealth, thou beaſtly 


Sir WI LFU II. 

Turks! no; no Turks, Aunt: Your Turks are Infidels, 
and believe not in the Grape. Your Mahometan, your 
No Offence, Aunt. 
My Map ſays that your Turk is not ſo honeſt a Man as 
your Chriſtian — [I cannot find by the Map that 
your Mufti is Orthodox — Whereby it is a plain Caſe, 


_ that Orthodox is a hard Word, Aunt, and NY Greek 


for Claret. | 
Sings. To drinkis a C vr ginn Diverſſon, 
Unknown to the Turk or the Perſian: 
Let Mahometan ' Fools 
Live by Heatheniſh Rules, 


Azd be damm d over Tea cups and Coffee, 
| Bu 


I 


to 


As 
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But let Britiſh Lads fing, 
Crown a Health to the Ki ing, | 
And a Fig for your Sultan and Sophi. 


Ah, Tony ! { Foible kite; Lady Wiſhfort. 
Lady VIS HFORT. 

Sir Rowland impatient ? Good-lack! What ſhall T de 
with this beaſtly Tumbril ? Go lie down and ſleep, 
you Sot Or as Pm a Perſon, I'Il have you baſti- 
nado'd with Broomſticks. Call up the Wenches with 
Broomſticks. 


Sir W ILFU LD. 

Ahey ? Wenches, where are the Wenches ? 

| Lady WISHFORT. 

Dear Couſin Vitaboud get him away, and you will bind 
me to you inviolably. I have an Aﬀair of Moment that 
invades me with ſome Precipitation — You will oblige 
me to all F uturity. 

| WITW OUD. 
Come, Knight Pox on him, I don't know what 


| to fay to him— Will you go to a Cock- Match ? 


Sir LFU II. | 

With a Wench, Tony? Is the a ſhake- bag, Sirrah ? 

Let me bite your Cheek for that. 
WITWOUD. 

Horrible! He has a Breath like a Bag-pipe—Ay, 

ay, come will you march, my Salopian? 
Sr TLFULE. 

Lead on, little Toyy——T'll follow thee my Anthony, 
by Tantony ; Sirrah thou ſhalt be my Taztony, and I'll be 
thy Pag. 


. Fig for your Sultan and Sophi. 
| Lady 
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Lady IS HF ORT. 
This will never do. It will never make a Match 
At leaſt before he has been abroad. 


s C E N E XI. 


Lady Wis u TORT, Wa ITwI II diſguisd as for 
| Sir Row LAND. | 


| Lady WTSHFORT. 
E AR Sir Rowland, l am confounded with Confuſion 
at the Retroſpection of my own Rudeneſs,. I have 
more Pardons to ask than the Pope diſtributes in the Year 


of Jubilee. But I hope where there is likely to be ſo 


near an Alliance, we may unbend the Severity of D 
corums — and diſpenſe with a little Ceremony. 
5 . WAITWELL, 981 

My Impatience, Madam, is the Effect of my Tranſ. 
port ;---and *till IJ have the Poſſeſſion of your adorable 
Perſon I am tantaliz'd on the Rack ; and do but hang, 
Madam, on the Tenter of Expectation. 

| Lady WiSHFORT. © 
Tou have Exceſs of Gallantry, Sir Rowland; and 
| preſs Things to a Conclufion, with a moſt prevailing 
Vehemence But a Day or two for Decency « 
Marriage. ; 


. 


WATITWELLD. | 
For Decency of Puneral, Madam. The Delay will 
break my Heart — or if that ſhould fail, I ſhall be 
poiſon' d. My Nephew will get an inkling of my De- 
ſigns, and poiſon me — and I would willingly ſtarve him 
before I die=—1I would gladly go. out. of the way 
| "3 4 0 
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with that Satisfaction, That would be ſome Comfort 

to me, if I could but live ſo long as to be reveng'd on 

that unnatural Viper. | | | 
| Lady WISHFORT. 

Is he ſo unnatural, ſay you? Truly I would contribute 
much both to the ſaving of your Life, and the Accom=- 
pliſhment of your Revenge — Not that I reipe& my ſelf; 
tho' he has been a perfidious Wretch to me. 
| WAITWELL.. 

Perfiflious to you! 

Lady VI SH FORT. 

O Sir Rowland, the Hours that he has dy'd away at 
my Feet, the Tears that he has ſhed, the Oaths that he 
has ſworn, the Palpitations that he has felt, the Trances. 
and the Tremblings, the Ardors and the Extaſies, the 
Kneeling: and the Rifings, the Heart-heavings and the 
Hand-gripings, the Pangs and the pathetic Regards of 
his proteſting Eyes] Oh no Memory can regiſter. 

W AITWELL. 1 L 

What, my Rwal ! Is the Rebel my Rival? a'dies. 
3 Lady WISH FORT. 

No, don't kill him at once, Sir Roawland, ſtarve him 


gradually Inch by Inch. 


5 WAITWELL. | 
I'll do't. In three Weeks he ſhall be bare-foot; in a 
Month out at Knees with begging an Alms.—— he ſhall 
ſtarve upward and upward, *till he has nothing living but 
his Head, and then go out in a Stink like a Candle's End. 
upon a Save-all. 
Lady WISHFORT. | 
Well, Sir Rowland, you have the Way, — You are 
no Novice in the Labyrinth of Love You have the 
Clue But as I am a Perſon, Sir Row/and, you 
muſt not attribute my yielding to any ſiniſter Appetite, or 
Indigeſtion of Widowhood ; nor impute my Compla- 
£2 cency 
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eency to any Lethargy of Continence 1 hope you de 
not think me prone to any Iteration of Nuptials.— 
WAITWELL, 


Far be it from me 
Lady ISH F. O RT. 
If you do, I ae I muſt recede— or think that I 
have made a Proftitution of Decorums, but in the Ve- 
hemence of Compaſſion, and to ſave the Life of a Perſon 


of ſo much Importance—— _ 4 
WA41TWEL L. 


I eſteem it fo——— 
Lady W ISHFORT. 


Or elſe you wrong my Condeſcenfion—— 
WAITWELL 


I do not, I do not — - 


Lady W1S H FORT. 


Indeed you do. | 
W AITWELL. 


I de: not, fair Shrine of Virtue. _ 
Lady W ISHFORT. 
If you think the leaſt Scruple of Carnality was an * 


gredient 
AE. 
Dear Madam, no. You are all Camphire and Frankin- 


tene, all Chaſtity and Odour. 
Lady WISHFORT. 


fey cel 
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SCENE XIII. 
L To them. ] For® 1 5. 


OIB L E. 


Minn, the Dancers are ready, and there's one with 


a Letter, who muſt deliver it into your own 
Hands. 
Lady VIS H FORT. 


Sir Rowland, will you give me Leave? Think favoura- | 


bly, judge candidly, and conclude you have found a 


Perſon who would ſuffer Racks in Honour's Cauſe, dear 


Sir Rowland, and will wait on you inceſſantly. 


NO CPD SL NAGY)» 


SCENE XIV. 
WALTWELL, FolB LE 


WAITWELL. 


Pr. Y, fy !— What a Slavery have I undergone! Spouſe, | 


haſt thou any Cordial, I want Spirits. 
FOIBLE. 

What a waſhy Rogue art thou, to pant thus for a 
Quarter of an Hour's Lying and Swearing to a fine Lady ? 
WAITSWELL, 

O, ſhe is the Antidote to Deſire. Spouſe, thou wilt 
fare the worle for I ſhall haye no Appetite to 
Itera- 
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Tteration of Nuptials — this eight and for'y Hours 
By this Hand, I'd rather be a Chairman in the Dog · days 
—— than act Sir Rowland ' till this ame to-morrow, 


STIL IEEE 


s O E N xv. 


[To them] Lady W1sn FORT with a Letter. 


Lady W TSHFORT. 
ALL in the Dancers; — Sir Rowland, we'll ſit, if 
you pleaſe, and ſee the Entertainment, [Dance. 
Now with your Permiſſion, Sir Rew/and, I will peruſe 
my _Letter——I would open it in your Preſence, becauſe 


I would not make you uneaſy, If it ſhould make you 


uneaſy I would burn it - ſpeak if it does— 
but you may ſee, the Superſcription is like a Woutia's 


Hand, 


FO I BL E. 
By Heaven! Mrs. Maræuod s. I know it. My 
Heart akes get it from her — [To him. 
WAITWELL. | 


A Woman's Hand ? No, Madam, that's no Woman's 
Hand, I ſee already. That's ſome Body whole Throat 
muſt be cut. f = 
Lady VISHFO RT. | 

Nay, Sir Rowland, ſince you give me a Proof of your 
Paſſion by your Jealou y, I promile you Pi: make a Re- 
turn, by a frank Communication — You ſhall ſee it — 
we'll open it together ——look you here. 

[ Reads] — Madam, tho unknown to you [Look you 


there, tis from no Body that I know. I have 


that 


y 


ow 
of 
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that Honour for your Chara, that I think myſelf oblig'd 
zo let you know you are alus'd. He who pretends. to be Sir 
Rowland it Cheat and a Raſc a! — 
O Heavens | what's this? | 
| FOF SL E. | 
Uaſorcunate; all' ruin'd! : 
WAI WEL L. 

How, how; let me ſee, let me ſee · reading, 4 
Raſcal and diſguis d and fuborn'd for that Impoſture —0 
Villany ! O Villany! By the Contrivance hou 

Lady WISHFORT.. 
I mall . I fhall die, oh! 
FO DE ::- | 

Say 'tis your Nephew” 8 Hand Quickly, his Plot, 

ſwear it, Wear it, —— | 17 Lim. 
WAITWELT. 

Here's a Villain! Madam, don't you perceive ſts don't 

you lee it? 


Lady WIS H FORT, 

Too well, too well. I have ſeen too much, 

 WAITWELL. 

J told you at firſt I knew the Hand A Woman? 5 
Hand? The Raſcal writes a ſort of a large Hand; your 
Roman Hand — ] ſaw there was a Throat to be cut 
preſently. If he were my Son, as he is my * 
1'd piſtol him — 

| oI BLE. 

O Treachery! But are you ſure, Sir Rowland, it is 
his Writing? 
 WATITWELLI. 

Sure? Am I here? Do I live? Do I love this Pearl 
of India? I have twenty Letters in my Pocket from him, 
in the ſame Character. 

Lady WI 8 HFO RT. 
How ! | 
OY B Tx" 


— 
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FOIBLE.. 

O what Luck it is, Sir Rowland, that you moo g- 
ſent at this Juncture! This was the Buſineſs that brought 
Mr. Mirabell diſguis'd to Madam Millamant this Aſter- 
noon. I thought ſomething was contriving, when he ſtole 
by me and would have hid his Face. 

Lady ISH FORT. 

How, how !----I' heard the Villain was in the Houſe 
indeed ; and now I remember, my Neice went away 
abruptly, when Sir Wilfull was to have made his Ad- 


dreſſes. 
. FOTBILE 
Then, then, Madam, Mr. Mirabell waited for her in 
her Chamber; but I would not tell your Ladyſhip, to diſ- 
compoſe you when you were to receive Sir Rowland. 
 —_ WAITWELL, 7: S160 
Enough; his Date is ſhort. 
FOIBLE. 
o, good Sir Rowland, don't incur the Law. 
 WBAITWVELL. 
Law! I care not for Law. I can but die, and tis in 
a good Cauſe— My Lady ſhall be ſatisfy'd of my Truth 


and Innocence, tho' it coſt me my Life. 
Lady W ISHFORT,. 


No, dear Sir Row/and, don't fight; if you ſhou'd be 
kill'd I muſt never ſhew my Face; or hang'd, — O 
conſider my Reputation, Sir Row/and--No, you ſhan't 
fight,--I'll go in and examine my Neice ; III 2 her 
confeſs. I conjure you, Sir Rowland, by all 28 Love 


not to fight. 
WAITWELL. 


I am charm'd, Madam, I obey. But ſome Proof you 
muſt let me give you: I'll go for a black Box, which 
eontains the Writings of my whole Eſtate, and deliver 


that into your Wands. 
Lady 
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Lady WISHFORT. 
Ay dear Sir Row/and, that will be ſome Comfort, bring 
the black Box, : 
W 4 I TWE LI. 
And may I preſume to bring a Contract to be Ggn'd 
this Night? May I hope ſo far? 
Lady W ISHFORT. 
Bring what you will ; but come alive, pray come alive. 


O this is a happy Diſcovery ! | 
WAITWELL. 


Dead or alive I'll come— and married we will be * 


ſpite of Treachery ; ay, and get an Heir that ſhall defeat 
the laſt remaining Glimpſe of Hope in my abandon'd 
Nephew. Come, my Buxom Widow ; 


Ere ling you ſhall ſubſtantial Proof receive 


That Tm an arrant Knight =—— 
FOIBLE, 
— Oy; arrant Knave, 


— 


End of the Fourth Ad. 


Yor, III. FP” 
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E I. 


LS CEN E continues. 


ACT V. 


Lady WiIsMHTORT and . 


Lady ISH TOR. 


n 7 UT of my Houſe, out of my Houſe, thou 
N Viper, thou Serpent, that T have foſter'd; thou 
"2 7 boſom Traitreſs, that I rais'd from nothing 


That I took from waſhing of old Gauſe 
and weaving of dead Hair, with a bleak blue 
Noſe over a Chaffing- diſn of ſtarv'd Fmbers, and Dining 
behind a Traverſe Rag, in a hop no bigger than a Bird- 
cage, go, go, ſtarve again, do, do. 

FOTR 6: EB. 

Dear Madam, I'll beg Pardon on my Knees. 

Lady VIS H FORT. 
Away, out, out, go ſet up for yourſelf again 
do, drive a Trade, do, with your Three penny-worth of 
ſmall Ware, flaunting upon a Packthread, under a Brandy- 
ſeller's Bulk, or againſt a dead Wall by a Ballad monger. 
Go, hang out an old Friſoncer gorget, with a Yard of Yel- 


low Colberteen again, do; an old gnaw'd Mask, two Rows 


of Pins and a Child's Fiddle ; A Glaſs Necklace, with the 
Beads broken, and a quilted Night-cap with one Ear. 


Go, go, drive a Trade —Theſe were your Commo- 


-- - Begone, begone, begone, go, go. 


. | — ran... 1 
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dities, you treacherous 'Trull, this was the Merchandize 
you dealt in, when I took you into my Houſe, plac'd you 
next myſelf, and made you Governante of my whole 
Family. You have forgot this, have you, now you have 


feather'd your Neſt? 
| FOJBLE. 


No, no, dear Madam. Do but hear me, have but a 
Moment's Patience [ll confeſs all. Mr. Mirabell ſe- 
duc'd me; I am not the firſt, that he has wheedled with 
his diſſembling Tongue; Your Ladyſhip's own Wiſdom 
has been deluded by him, then how ſhould I, a poor Igno- 


rant, defend myſelf? O Madam, if you know but what 


he promis'd me, and how he aſſur'd me your Ladyſhip 
ſhould come to no Damage Or elſe the Wealth of the 


Indies ſhould not have brib'd me to conſpire againſt fo 


Good, ſo Sweet, ſo Kind a Lady as you have been to me, 
Lady W ISHFORT. 

No Damage ? What, to betray me, and marry me to 
a Caſt-ſerving Man; to make me a Receptacle, an Hoſ- 
pital for a decay'd Pim ? No Damage! O thou frontleſs 
Impudence, more than a big-belly'd Actreſs. | 

+ , 

Pray do but hear me, Madam ; he could not NESS 
your Ladyſhip, Madam-— No indeed his Marriage was 
to have been void in Law; for he was marry'd to me firſt, 
to ſecure your Ladyſhip, He could not have bedded your 
Ladyſhip ; for if — had conſummated with your Ladyſhip, 
he muſt have run the risk of the Law, and been put 
upon his Clergy —— Yes indeed, I inquir'd of the Law in 
that caſe before I would meddle or make, 

1 Lady WISHFORT. 

What, then I have been your Property, have I? I — 
been convenient to you it ſeems, while you were ca- 
tering for Mirabell; I have been Broker for you? What, 
have you made a paſſi ye A: of me? —— this exceeds 

| 2 3 all 
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all Precedent ; IT am brought to fine Uſes, to become # 
Botcher of ſecond-hand Marriages between Abigail and 
Andrews ! I'll couple you. Yes, Tl baſte you together, 
you and your Philander. I'll Dake's Place you, as I'm 


a Perſon. Your Turtle is in Cuſtody already. You ſhall | 


Coo in the ſame Cage, if there be a Conſtable or Warrant 
in the Pariſh, 
FOIBLE. 
O that ever I was born, O that Iwasever marry'd, — 
a Bride, ay I ſhall be a Brideauell Bride, Oh! 


CEP 


SCENE II. 


M5 F419 45 2 E079 8. 


Mrs. FAINATI L. 


P OO R Foible, what's the matt | 
C 

O Madam, my Lady's gone for a Conſtable; J ſhall be 
had to a Juſtice, and put to Brideauell to beat Hemp ; our 
Naitauell's gone to Priſon already. 

Mrs. FAINALL. 

Have a good Heart, Foible ; Mirabell's gone to give Se- 

curity for him. This is all Marevood"s and my Husband's 


coing. 


V 
Ves, yes, I know it, Madam, ſhe was in my Lady's 
Cloſer, and over heard all that you ſaid to me before Din- 
ner. She ſent the Letter to my Lady; and that miſſing 
Effect, Mr. Fainall laid this Plot to arreſt Waitavell, when 
he pretended to go for the Papers; and in the mean time 
Mrs. * all to my Lady. 


Mrs. 


FP .i. ww CT, ,. oa . rm. 
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Mrs. FAINALL. 
Was there no mention made of me in the Letter 
My Mother does not ſuſpe& my being in the Confederacy : 
I fancy Marwood has not told her, tho' ſhe has told my 


Husband. 
1013 L E. 

Ves, Madam; but my Lady did not ſee that Part: We 
ſtifled the Letter before ſhe read ſo far. Has that miſ- 
chievous Devil told Mr. Fainall of your Lady ſhip then? 

Mrs F4INA LL. 

Ay, all' out, my Affair with Mirabell, every thing diſ- 
cover'd. This is the laſt Day of our living together, 
that's my Comfort, 

FOTB L E. 

Indeed Madam, and fo 'tis a Comfort if you knew all,--- 
he has been even with your Ladyſhip; which I cou'd ha ve 
told you long enough fince, but I love to keep Peace and. 
Quietneſs by my good Will : I had rather bring Friends to- 
gether, then ſet them at Diſtance. But Mrs. Marwood and 
he are nearer related than ever their Parents thought for, 

Mrs. FAINALL. 
Say ' thou ſo, Foib/e ? Can'ſt thou prove this ? 
FO IB LE. 

Jean take my Oath of it, Madam, fo can Mrs. Mincing : 
we have had many a fair Word from Madam Marwoed, to 
conceal ſomething that paſſed in our Chamber one Evening 
when we were at Hide-Park;---and we were thought to 
have gone a Walking: But we went up unawares, - -tho? 
we were ſworn to Secrecy too; Madam Marwood took a 
Book and ſwore us upon it: But it was but a Book of 
Poems. —— So long as it was not a Bible-Oath, we may 
break it with a ſafe Conſcience. 

Mrs. FAINALL. 
This Diſcovery is the moſt opportune Thing I cou'd 
wiſh Now Mancing ? 15 
F 3 SCENE 
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SCENE ue 


[To de] e 


MINCING. 


M* Lady wou'd ſpeak with Mrs. Foible, Mem, Mr. Mi- 
rabell is with her; he has ſet your Spouſe at Li- 
berty, Mrs, Foible, and wou'd have you hide yourſelf in 
my Lady's Cloſer, till my old Lady's Anger is abated. 
O, my old Lady is in a perilous Paſſion, at ſomething Mr. 
Fairall has ſaid; he ſwears, and my old Lady cries, 
There's a fearful Hurricane, I vow. He ſays, Mem, how 
that he'll have my Lady's Fortune made over to him, or 
he'Il be . | 
Mrs. FAINALI. 
Does you Lady or Mirabell know that? 
o LB kw 
Yes Mem, they have ſent me to ſee if Sir Vi 72 be ſo- 
ber, and to bring him to them. My Lady is reſolved to 
have him, I think, rather than loſe ſuch a vaſt Sum as Six 
Thouſand Pound, O, come Mrs, Foib/e, I hear my old 


Lady. 
Mrs. FAINALYL. 
Foible, You muſt tell Mincing, that ſhe muſt prepare ta 


vouch when I call her. 
FOIBLE. 


Yes, yes, Madam. 
AM NUN. 


O, yes, Mem, I'll vouch any thing for your W 3 
Service, be what it will. 


SCENE 
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24-0 ENCE AV. 
Mrs. Falx ALL, Lady WisHrorT, Mrs. Maxwood. 


Lady WIS HF ORT. 


O My dear Friend, how can I enumerate the Benefits 
that I have receiv'd from your Goodneſs? To you 1 
owe the timely Diſcovery of the falſe Vows of Mirabell; 
to you I owe the Detection of the Impoſtor Sir Roww/and. 
And now you are become an Interceſſor with my Son- 
in-law, to ſave the Honour of my Houſe, and compound 
for the Frailties of my Daughter. Well Friend, You 
are enough to reconcile me to the bad World, or elſe I 
would retire to Deſerts and Solitudes; and feed harmleſs 
Sheep by Groves and purling Streams. Dear Maræuood, 
let us leave the World, and retire by ourſelves, and be 
Shepherdeſſes. | 
Mrs, MARWOOD. 

Let us firſt diſpatch the Affair in Hand, Madam, We 
ſhall have Leiſure to think of Retirement afterwards. 
Here is one who is concern'd in the Treaty, | 

5 Lady VIS HF ORT. 

O Daughter, Daughter, is it poſſible thou ſhould'ſt be 
my Child, Bone of my Bone, and Fleſh of my Fleſh, and 
as [ may ſay, another Me, and yet tranſgreſs the minute 
Particle of ſevere Virtue? Is it poſſible you ſhould lean 
aſide to Iniquity, who have been caſt in the direct Mold 
of Virtue ? I have not only been a Mold, but a Pattern 
for you, and a Model for you, after you were brought into 
the World. | 

Mrs. FA TNALL, 

I don't underſtand your Ladyſhip. 

F 4 Lady 
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Lady ISH FO RT. 

Not underſtand ? Why, have you not been Naught ? 
Have you not been ſophiſticated"? Not underſtand ! Here 
I'm ruin'd to compound for your Caprices and your Cuc- 
loldems. I muſt pawn my Plate and my Jewels, and ruin 
my Neice, and all little enough 

Mr FINALS _ 

Tam wrong'd and abus'd, and ſo are you. *Tis a falſe 
Accuſation, as falſe as Hell, as falſe as your Friend there, 
ay or your Friend's Friend, my falſe Husband. 

5 Mrs. MA RW OO D. 8 

My Friend, Mrs. Fainall? Your Husband my Friend ! 
What do you mean ? | 
| Mrs. FAINAL L. 

J know what I mean, Madam, and ſo do you; and ſo 
mall the World at a Time convenient. | 

Mrs. MARW OOD. 

Jam ſorry to fee you fo paſſionate, Madam. More 
Temper would look more like Innocence. But J have 
done. I am ſorry my Zeal to ſerve your Ladyſhip and 
Family, ſhould admit of Miſconſtruction, or make me 
liable to Affronts. You will pardon me, Madam, if I 
meddle no more with an Affair, in which I am not perſo- 
nally concern'd. | | 

Lady WISHFORT. | 

O dear Friend, I'm fo aſham'd that you ſhould meet 
with ſuch Returns ;------you ought to ask Pardon on your 
Knees, ungrateful Creature ; ſhe deſerves more from you, 
than all your Life can accompliſh———O don't leave me 
deſtitute in this Perplexity ;z— —— No, flick to me, my 
good Genius. 


Mrs. FAINA LI. 

T tell you, Madam, you're abus'd — Stick to you ? 
ay, like a Leach, to ſuck your beſt Blood -.-ſhe']l drop off 
when ſhe's full, Madam, you ſhan't pawn a Bodkin, nor 

part 
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with a Braſs Counter, in Compoſition for me. I de- 
fy 'em all. Let em prove their Aſperſions : I know my 
own Innocence, and dare ſtand a Trial. 


— 
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SCENE V. 


Lady WiswuronT, Mr: MARWOO p. 


Lady WISHFORT, 
HY, if ſhe ſhould be innocent, if ſhe ſhould be 
wrong'd after all, ha? I don't know what to 
think. and I promiſe you her Education has been ve- 
ry unexceptionable I may ſay it; for I chiefly made 
it my own Care to initiate her very Infancy in the Rudi- 
ments of Virtue, and to impreſs upon her tender Years a 
young Odium and Averſion to the very Sight of Men, 
ay Friend, the wou'd ha' ſhriek'd if ſhe had but ſeen a 
Man, till ſhe was in her Teens. As I'm a Perſon tis tiue 
She was never ſuffer'd to play with a Male child, 
tho' but in Coats; Nay, her very Babies were of the Fe- 
minine Gender, O, ſhe never look'd a Man in the Face, 
but her own Father, or the Chaplain, and him we made 
a ſhift to put upon her for a Woman, by the help of his 
long Garments, and his ſleek Face; till ſhe was going in 
her Fifteen. 


Mrs. MA RW OO D. 

Twas much ſhe ſhou'd be deceiv'd ſo long. 
| Lady VIS HF O RT. | 
T warrant you, or ſhe would never have born to have 
been catechiz'd by him; and have heard his long Lectures 
againſt Singing and Dancing, and ſuch Debaucheries ; and 

going to filthy Plays; and prophane Muſic-meetings, 
9 where 
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where the lewd Trebles ſqueek nothing but Bawdy, and 
the Baſes roar Blaſphemy. O, ſhe world have ſwoon'd at 
the Sight or Name of an obſcene Play-Book— and can 
I think after all this, that my Daughter can be Naught ? 
What, a Whore? And thought it Excommunication to 
ſet her Foot within the Door of a Play-houſe. O dear 
Friend, I can't believe it, no, no; as ſhe ſays, let him 
prove it, let him prove it. | 
Mrs. MARWOOD. 

Prove it, Madam? What, and have your Name proſti- 
tuted in a public Court ; yours and your Daughter's Re- 
putation worry'd at the Bar by a Pack of Bauling Law- 
vers? To be uſher'd in with an O Tes of Scandal; and 
— your Caſe open'd by an old fumbling Leacher in a 
Quoif like a Man-midwife, to bring your Daughter's In- 
famy to light; to be a Theme for legal Punſters, and 
Quiblers by the Statute 3 and become a Jeſt, againſt a Rule 
of Court, where there is no Precedent for a Jeſt in any 
Record; not even in Dooms-Day-Book: To diſcompoſe the 
Gravity of the Bench, and provoke naughty Interrogato- 
_ Ties in more naughty Law Latin; while the good Judge, 
tick1'd with the Proceeding, ſimpers under a Gray Beard, 
and figes off and on his Cuſhion, as if he had ſwallow'd 


Cantharides, or ſat upon Cow: Itch. 
Lady W ISHFORT. 
O, *tis very hard! : | | 
Mrs. MARV O O D. 
And then to have my young Revellers of the Temple take 
Nc tes, like Prentices at a Conventicle; and after talk it over 
again in Commons, or before Drawers in an Eating-Houſe, 
. Lady WISHFORT, 
Worſe and worſe. 55 
2 Mrs. MARW OOD. _ - 
'Nzy, this is nothing; if it would end here *twere well. 
Aut it muſt after this be confign'd by the Short-hand Wri- 
| tErs 
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ters to the public Preſs; and from thence be transferr'd 
to the Hands, nay, into the Throats and Lungs of Haw- 
kers, with Voices more licentious than the loud Floun- 
der- man's: And this you muſt hear till you are ſtunn'd ; 
nay, you muſt hear nothing elſe for ſome Days. 

| Lady W IS HFORT. 

O, *tis inſupportable. No, no, dear Friend, make it 
up, make it up; ay, ay, I'll compound. I'II give up all, 
myſelf and my all, my Neice and her all any thing, 
every thing for Compoſition. 

| | Mrs. MARWOOD. 

Nay, Madam, I adviſe nothing ; I only lay before you, 

as a Friend, the Inconveniences which perhaps you have 


_ overſeen. Here comes Mr. Fainall, if he will be ſatisfy'd 


to huddle up all in Silence, I ſhall be glad. You muſt 
think I would rather congratulate than condole with you, 


SCENE. VI. 


FAINALL, Lady WIsHrForT, Mrs. MaRWoOOD. 


Lady W ISHFORT. 
A, ay, I do not doubt it, dear Marwwod: No, no, I 
A do not doubt it. 
1 FAINALL. | 
Well, Madam; TI have ſuffer'd myſelf to be overcome 
by the Importunity of this Lady your Friend ; ' and am 
content you ſhall enjoy your own proper Eftate during 
Life ; on Condition you oblige yourſelf never to marry, 
under ſuch Penalty as I think convenient, = 
Lady WISHFORT. 
Never to marry ! | FF 
| FAI N. 
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FAINALL. 

No more Sir Rovoland. the next Impoſture may 
not be ſo timely detected. | 

Mrs. MAR WOOD. 

That Condition, I dare anſwer, my Lady will conſent 
to, without Difficulty ; ſhe has already but too much ex- 
perienc'd the Perfidiouſneſs of Men. Beſides, Madam, 
when we retire to our Paſtoral Solitude we ſhall bid adieu 
to all other Thoughts. 

Lady VISHFO RT. 

Ay, that's true; but in caſe of Neceſſity; as of Health, 
or ſome ſuch Emergency 
FAINAII. 

O, if you are Preſcrib'd Marriage, you ſhall be con- 
ſider d; I will only reſerve to myſelf the Power to chooſe 
for you. If your Phyſic be wholſom, it matters not 
who is your Apothecary. Next, my Wife ſhall ſettle on 
me the Remainder of her Fortune, not made over already ; 
and for her Maintenance depend entirely on my Diſcre- 


don. 
Lady WIS H F ORT. 

That is moſt inhumanly ſavage ; excerding the Barba- 
rity of a Muſcowite Husband, 

FAINALL. 

I learn'd it from his Cxariſb Majeſty's Retinve, in a 
Winter Evening's Conference over Brandy and Pepper, 
amongſt other Secrets of Matrimony and Policy, as they 
are at preſent practis'd in the Northern Hemiſphere. But 
this muſt be agreed unto, and that poſitively. Laſtly, I 
will be endow'd, in right of my Wife, with that fix 
thouſand Pound, which is the Moiety of Mrs. Millamant's 
Fortune in your Poſſeſſion, and which ſhe has forfeited 
(as will appear by the laſt Will and Teſtament of your 
deceas'd Husband, Sir Jonathan Wiſhfort) by her Diſobe- 


dience in | contradting herſelf againſt your Conſent or 
Know- 


. ͤ J nn 
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Knowledge ; and by refuſing the offer'd Match with Sir 


Wiffull Witwoud, which you, like a careful 458 had 


provided for her. 
Lady VIS HF ORT. 


My Nephew was non Compos; and could not make his 


Addreſſes. 
FAINALL. 


I come to make Demands 


tions. 
Lady WISHFORT. 
You will grant me Time to conſider ? 
„N 

Ves, while the Inſtrument is drawing, to which you 
muſt ſet your Hand 'till more ſufficient Deeds can be per- 
fected: Which I will take care ſhall be done with all 
poſſible Speed. In the mean while I will go for the ſaid 
Inſtrument, and 'till my Return you may balance this 
| Manger 1 in your own Diſcretion. 


TIl hear no vote 


SCENE VI. 


Lady WisnrorT, Mrs. MarwooD, 


Lady WISHFORT. 
T* I'S Inſolence is beyond all Precedent, all Parallel; 
muſt I be ſubje& to this mercileſs Villain? | 
Mrs. MARWOOD. | 
"Tis ſevere indeed, Madam; that you ſhou'd ſmare for 
your Daughter's Wantonneſs. 
Lady ISH FOR. 
"Twas againſt my Conſent that ſhe marry'd this Bar- 
barian ; but ſhe wou'd have him, tho her Year was not 


out, 


. © 


— 


— — 


* 


* 
1 
* 
* * | 
< x 
19 
A ' 
- Mf 1 
54 
17 
FL 
44 
* 
. 
12 5 
Sq 
X 
i } 
2.8 
N 
4 
4 
«44.4 
4% 
les 
1 
a. 
1 
3 
. 
ww. 
= 
J 
4. 3 
1 
| | | 
* 
44 
- 
1 
* 


1324 The Way of the WoR Ip. 
out. —Ah ! her firſt Husband, my Son Languiſb, wou'd 
not have carry'd it thus. Well, that was my Choice, this 


is hers; ſhe is match'd now with a Witneſs —— I ſhall be 

mad, dear Friend; is there no Comfort for me; muſt I 

live to be confiſcated at this Rebel rate ?. Here come 
two more of my Æuptian en 00, - 


SCEN E VII. 


- [To them] MILLAMA NT, Sir WI LVL I. 


Sir VI L F U LL. 
Av NT, your Servant. 
Lady ISH FORT. | | 
Out, Caterpillar, call not me Aunt ; I know thee not. 
VVV 
J confeſs I have been a little in Diſguiſe, as they fay, 
—sheart! and I'm ſorry for't. What wou'd you have? 
I hope I committed no Offence, Aunt — and if I did I 
am willing to make Satisfaction; and what can a Man 
ſay fairer? If I have broke any thing TIl pay for't, an it 
coſt a Pound. And ſo let that content for what's paſt, and 
make no more Words. For what's to come, to pleaſure 
you, I'm willing to marry my Couſin. So pray let's 
all be Friends, ſhe and I are agreed upon the Matter be- 
̃ _ a Witneſs. 
Lady W ISHFORT. W | 
How's this, dear Neice ? we 1 any Comfort? Can 


this be true? | 
MILL 4. 


| 

| 
1 
k 
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MILLAMANT. | 
I am content to be a Sacrifice to your Repoſe, Ma- 


dam; and to convince you that I had no Hand in the 


Plot, as you were mifinform'd, I have laid my Com- 
mands on Mirabell to come in Perſon, and be a Witneſs 
that I give my Hand to this Flower of Knighthood; and 
for the Contract that paſs'd between Mirabell and me, I 
have oblig'd him to make a Reſignation of it to your 
Ladyſhip's Preſence ; lle 1 is without, and waits your 
Leave for Admittance. 
Lady VISHFOR T. | 

Well, I'll ſwear 4 am ſomething reviv'd at this Telli- 
mony of your Obedience; but I cannot admit that Trai- 
tor. fear I cannot fortify myſelf to ſupport his 


Appearance. He is as terrible to me as a Gorgon; if 


I ſee him I fear I ſhall turn to Stone, and petrify in- 


ceſſantly. 
MILLAMANT. 

If you diſoblige him he may reſent your Refuſal, and 
inſiſt upon the Contract ſtill. Then tis the =P time he 
will be offenſive to you. 

| Lady WISHFORT. IP 

Are you ſure it will be the laſt time? If I were 
fore of that———ſhall I never ſee him again? | 

MI LILA MAN NT. | 
Sir Wilfull, you and he are to travel together, are you 

not 

2 Sir 2,1 L F UL Z. 5% 7595 5 of 
| " Viieate, the Gentleman's a civil Gentleman, Aunt, let 
N come in; ; why we are {worn Brothers and Fellow- 
Travellers. We are to be Fylades and Oreſtes, he and 
1 He is to be my Interpreter in Foreign Parts. He 
has been Over- ſeas ence already; and with prove that T 


marry my Couſin,” will croſs em once again, only to 


bear me Company. —. Sbeart Fl call Anm in; — Lan 1 
| ſet 
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ſet on't once, he ſhall come in ; and ſee who'll hinder him. 
| [ Goes to the Door and hems. 
Mrs, M ARWOOD. 


This is precious Fooling, if it wou'd paſs; but Tl know 


the Bottom of it. 
Lady W ISHFORT, 
E dear Marwood, you are not going ? 
Mrs. MA RVO OD. 
Not far, Madam; I'll return immediately. 


SO GN WO WESIP 2% 


. I De A e D 


Wee 


Lady Wis urokrT, Mi IIAM ANT, Sir Wirrurr, 
MIaABETT. 


Sir W1 I F U . | 

L OK up, Man, Pll ſtand by you; *sbud, an ſhe do 

frown, ſhe can't kill you ;---Beſides----harkee, ſhe 
dare not frown deſperately, becauſe her Face is none of 
her own; *Sheart, an ſhe ſhou'd, her Forehead wou'd 
wrinkle like the Coat of a Cream-Cheeſe ; but mum for 
that, Fellow-Traveller. 

MIRA B E L L. 


If a deep Senſe of the many Injuries I have offer'd (o 


ſo good a Lady, with a fincere Remorſe, and a hearty 
Contrition, can byt obtain the leaſt Glance of Compaſſion, 
I am too happy, Ah, Madam, there was a time 
But let it be forgotten ———-I confeſs I have 
deſervedly forfeited the high Place I once held, of ſighing 
at your Feet; nay kill me not, by turning from me in 
* come not to plead for Favour z——Nay, 

not 


A, = „ K 0 


9 
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not for Pardon; I am a Suppliant only for Pity——1I am 
going where I never ſhall behold you more. 

Sir W1LFULL. 
How, Fellow - Traveller !— You ſhall go by yourſelf 


then. 
M IRABELL. 

Let me be pitied firſt ; and afterwards Renee 
ask no more. 

Sir ILT U II. 

By'r Lady a very reaſonable Requeſt, and will coſt 
you nothing, Aunt, - Come, come, forgive and forget, 
Aunt; why you muſt, an you are a Chriſtian, 
MIRABELL. 

Confider, Madam, in Reality, you cou'd not receive 
much Prejudice; it was an innocent Device; tho' I con- 
feſs it had a Face of Guiltineſs, it was at moſt an Ar- 
tifice which Love contrivd —— And Errors which Love 
produces have ever been accounted Venial. At leaſt think 
it is Puniſhment enough, that I have loſt what in my 
Heart I hold moſt dear ; that to your cruel Indignation, 
I have offer'd up this Beauty, and with her my Peace 
and Quiet; nay all my Hopes of future Comfort. 

Sir W/LFULL, 

Fs he does not move me, wou'd I may never be O' 
the Quorum, An it were not as good a Deed as to 
drink, to give her to him again, - I wou'd I might ne- 
ver take Shipping—Aunt, if you don't forgive quickly, 
I ſhall melt, I can tell you that. My Contract went 
no farther than a little Mouth-Glew, and that's hardly 
dry; — One doleful Sigh more from my Fellow-Travel- 
ler, and 'tis difſolv'd. 

Lady WISHFORT. 

Well, Nephew, upon your Account=———— Ah, he has 

a falſe inſinuating Tongue Well, Sir, I will ſtifle 


my juſt Reſentment, at my Nephew's Requeſt 1 
will 


PY * 
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will endeavour what I can to forget, but on proviſo tha: 
you reſign the Contract with my Neice immediately. 
MIRABELL. 

It is in Writing, and with Papers of Concern ; but I 
have ſent my Servant for it, and will deliver it to you, 
with all menos oagoms for your tranſcendent Good- 
neſs. | 


* 


Lady ISE TO RT. | 

Oh, he has Witchcraft in his Eyes and Tongue; 3 —— 
When J did not fee him, I cou'd have brib'd a Villain to 
his Aſſaſſination ; but his Appearance rakes the Embers 
which have ſo long lain {mother d in my Breaſt— 


[To.them] FAIXAL IL, Mrs. Marwood: 


\ 


"FA 1.NA LL. 
OUR Date of Deliberation, Madam, is expir'd, 


Here is the Inftrument, are you prepar'd to ſign ? 
Lady WISHFORT. 
If I were prepar'd, I am not impower'd, My Neice 


exerts a lawful Claim, having match'd herſelf by my 
Direction to Sir Wigfull. 


FAINALL. 
That Sham is too groſs to paſs on me — tho tis im- 


pos'd on you, Madam. 


TL LAMA M7. 


Sir, I have given my Conſent. 
MIRA B ELI. 


And, Sir, I have reſign d my Pretenſions, 


Sir 


* 
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Sir I LFU II. 

And, Sir, J aſſert my Right; and will maintain it in 
Defiance of you, Sir, and of your Inſtrument. Sheart, 
an you talk of an Inſtrument, Sir, I have an old Fox by 
my Thigh fhall hack your Inſtrument of Ram Vellum to 


Shreds, Sir. It ſhall not be ſufficient for a Mittimus or a 


Taylor's Meaſure; therefore withdraw your Inſtrument, 
Sir, or by'r Lady I ſhall draw mine. 
Lady ISH FO RT. 
Hold, Nephew, hold. 
IL LAMA NT. 
Good Sir Wiſfull reſpite your Valour. 
III 
Indeed? Are you provided of your Guard, with your 
ſingle Beef. eater there? But I am prepar'd for you; and 


inſiſt upon my firſt Propoſal. You ſhall ſubmit your own. 


Eſtate to my Management, and abſolutely make over my 
Wife's to my ſole Uſe; as purſuant to the Purport and 
Tenor of this other Covenant. I ſuppoſe, Madam, your 
Conſent is not requiſite in this Caſe; nor, Mr. Mirabell, 


your Reſignation; nor, Sir Yi/full, your Right—You _ 


may draw your Fox if you pleaſe, Sir, and make a 
Bear-Garden flouriſh ſomewhere elſe : For here it will not 
avail, This, my Lady #;/4fert, mult be ſubſcrib'd, or 
your Darling Daughter's tarn'd adrift, like a leaky Hulk 
to fink or ſwim, as ſhe and the Current of this lewd 
Town can agree. 
Lady WISHFORT. 

Is there no Means, no Remedy, to ſtop my Ruin ? 
Ungrateful Wretch! Doſt thou not owe thy Being, thy 
Subliſtence to my Daughter's Fortune ? 

FAINALL. 

Til anſwer you when I have the reſt of it in my Poſ- 

ſeſſion, 


MI R A. 
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MIRABELL. 
But that you wou'd not accept of a Remedy from my 
- Hands—I own J have not deſerv'd you ſhould owe any 
Obligation to me; or elſe perhaps I could adviſe — 
| Lady W ISHFORT. 5 
O what? what? to ſave me and my Child from 
Ruin, from Want, I'll forgive all that's paſt; nay Tl! 
conſent to any Thing to come, to be vers from this 


Tyranny. > 
MIRABELL. 8 

Ay, Madam; but that is too late, my . is in- 
tercepted. You. have diſpos'd of her, who only could 
have made me a Compenſation for all my Services; But 
be it as it may, Iam reſolv'd I'll ſerve you, you ſhall not 
be wrong d in this Savage Manner. 

Lady ISH FORT. 

How ! Dear Mr. Mirabell, can you be ſo generous at 
laſt! But it is not poſſible.—-Harkee, I'll break my Ne- 
phew's Match, you ſhall have my Neice yet, and all her 
Fortune; if you can but ſave me n this imminent 


Danger. 
. A043 ABELL 
Will you ? I take you at your Word. I ask no more, 
I muſt have leave for two Criminals to appear. | 
Lady WISHFORT. 
Ay, ay, any Body, any Body. 
MIRABELL. 
Fable is one, and a Penitent. 


N 


8 | SCENE 
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SCENE {os 


[To them] Mrs. FainaLLy Fo1sLE, Mincixc, 


R | Mrs. MARWOOD. 
O My Shame ! [Mira. and Lady go to Mrs. Fain. and 
Foible] theſe corrupt Things are brought hither to 
expoſe me. ' 1 40 Fainall. 
| FAINALL. 

If it muſt all come out, why let 'em know it, tis but 
the Yay of the World. That ſhall not urge me to relin- 
quiſh or abate one Tittle of my Terms, no, I will inſiſt 
the more. 

FOIBLE. 
Yes indeed Madam, I'll take my Bible-Oath of i it. 
MIN C ING. 
Lady WISHFORT. 

O Marabood, Marwood, art thou falſe? My Friend 
deceive me ? Haſt thou been a wicked Accomplice with 
that profligate Man? 

Mrs. M4 RVO O D. 

Have you ſo much Ingratitude and Injuſtice, to give 

Credit againſt your Friend, to the Aſperſions of two ſuch 


mercenary 'Trulls ? 
_ MINCING. 


Mercenary, Mem? I ſcorn your Words, Tis true 
we found you and Mr. Fainall in the blue Garret; by 
the ſame Token, you ſwore us to Secrecy upon Meſalina t 

Poems. Mercenary? No, if we would have been Mer- 
eenary, we ſhou d have held our Tongues ; you wou'd 

have brib'd us ſufficiently. 
FAI No 
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FATNALL.: : 

Go, you are an inſignificant Thing well, Aber 
are you the better for this! Is this Mr. Mirabell's Expe- 
dient? I'll be put off no longer —You, Thing, that 
was a Wife, ſhall ſmart for this. I will not leave thee 
wherewithal to hide thy Shame: Your” Body ſhall be 
Naked as your Reputation. 
| | Mrs. FAINALI. 

I deſpiſe you, and defy your Malice — You have aſ- 
pers'd me wrongfully I have prov'd your Falſhood 
oy you and your treacherous- I will not name 
it, but ſtarve together Periſn. . 
FAINALL. As 

Not white you are worth a Groat, indeed my Dear, 
Madam, PII be fool'd no longer. ; 

Lady W ISHFORT. 

Ah, Mr. Mirabell, this is ſmall Comfort, ie Detec- 

tion of this Affair. 
MIRABE LL. 
O in good time——Your leave for the other Offender 


and Penitent to appear, Madam. 


[To them] WaIrxwELIL with a Box of Writings. 


1 | 
Lady W ISHFORT. 
O Sir Rubens Well, Raſcal. 
WAITWELL. 
What your Ladyſhip 5 lee brought the 
Black: Box at laſt, Madam. 
M IRA. 


1 % „„ & 
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| „ MIRARBELFL. 
Give it me. Madam, you remember your Promiſe, 
| Lady FISHFORT. : 
Ay, dear Sir, 
; | MIRAB E LL. 
Where are the Gentlemen? 
WAITWELLDI, 
At hand, Sir, rubbing their . juſt riſen from 
Sleep. | 
.FAINALLD. 
S'death ! what's this to me? I I not wait. you private 
Concerns. | fv vided 1 


HA = nec Jon e 


SCENE XIII. 


e PETULANT, WiTwow D. 


| | PETULA N 7. a | 
H' OW now ? what's the matter ? whoſe Hand's ont? 
| WITWOUD. 
_ Hey-day ! what, are you all got cogether, like Players 


| at the End of the laſt Act? 


 MIRABELL. | 
You may remember, Gentlemen, I once requeſted. your 
Hands as Witneſſes to a certain Parchment. 


 .WITW OUD. r 
By 4p my Hand I remember Petulant ſet his 
Mark, | 
MIR 4 B D EL 


Von wrong him, his Name is fairly written, as, ſhall 
r——You do not remember, Gentlemen, any thing a 
of what that Parchment contained — 
| [Undoing the Boxs 
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No. 
PETULANT. 
Not I. I writ, I read nothing. 
MIRABELL. 


Very well; now you ſhall know——Madam, your 
Promile. 

Lady WISH FORT. 

Ay, ay, Sir, upon my Honour. 

MIRABELL. 

Mr. Fainall, it is now Time that you ſhou'd know, 
that your Lady, while ſhe was at her own Diſpoſal, and 
before you had by your Infinuations wheedled her out of 
a pretended Settlement of the greateſt Part of her For- 


tune 
. FAINALL. 

Sir ! preceded 3 

ee MRA. 

Ves, sir. 1 ſay, that this Lady, while a Widow, 
having it ſeems receiv'd ſome Cautions reſpecting your 
Inconſtancy and Tyranny of 'Temper, which from her 
own partial Opinion and Fondneſs of you ſhe cou'd never 
have ſuſpected —— ſhe did, I ſay, by the wholſom Ad- 
vice of Friends, and of Sages learn'd in the Laws of this 
Land, deliver this ſame as her Act and Deed to me in 
'Fruſt, and to the Uſes within-mention'd.. You may 
read if you pleaſe——{ holding out the Parchment.) tho 
perhaps what is written on the Back wy ſerve Fr ww 


caſions. | 
FAINALL. 
Very likely, Sir. What's here ? Damnation ! 
[Reads ] 4 Deed of Conveyance of the whole Eftate 
real of Arabella Languiſh, Widow, in Truſt to 
Edward Mirabell. | 
ane. 


M1R A. 
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MIRABELL. 
Even ſo, Sir; tis the Way 'of the World, Sir; of the 


Widows of the World. I ſuppoſe this Deed may bear 
an elder Date than what you have obtain'd from your 


Lady. 
FAITNALL. 
perſidious Fiend! then thus I'll be reveng' d. 
[ [Offers to run at Mrs. Fainall. 
| Sr 1LFU LL. 
Hold, Sir; now you may make your Bear- Gardte 
flouriſh ſomewhere elſe, Sir. 
FAINALL. 
Mirabell, you ſhall hear of this, Sir, be ſ are you ſhall. 
et me paſs, Oaf. | 
Mrs. FAINALL. 
Madam, you ſeemto ſtifle * Refentment ; 3 you had 
better give it Vent. 
Mrs. A R NO O D. — 
ves, it ſhall have Vent and to your Confuſion; or 
PI 2 in the Attempt. 


SCENE The Loft. 
Lady Wisnrokr, MILLAMANT, MiraBELL, Mrs. 


FaiNnALL, Sir WI Irult, PETULANT, WIr- 
wouD, FoiBLE, REID WAiTWELL. 


| Lady WISHFORT | 
O Daughter, Daughter, tis plain thou haſt inherited 
thy Mother's Prudence. 
Mrs. FAINALL, 
Thank Mr. Mirabell, a cautious Friend, to whoſe 
Advice all is owing. 


Vo Lo Io G Lady 


| ng 
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Lady W ISHFORT. 
Well, Mr. Merabell, you have kept your Promiſe---- 
and I muſt perform mine. Firſt I pardon for your 


— 


ſake Sir Rowwfand there and Foible- The next thing 
is to break the Matter to my Nephew and how to 
do that. 


of MIRARBELL. | 
For that, Madam, give yourſelf no Trouble, 
let me have your Conſent—Sir Wigfull is my Friend; he 
has had Compaſſion upon Lovers, and generouſly engag'd 
a Volunteer in this Action, for our Service ; and now 
deſigns to profecute his Travels. : 
„ Sir LF ULETL. 
Sheart, Aunt, J have no mind to marry. My Couſin's 
a fine Lady, and the Gentleman loves her, and ſhe loves 
him, and they deſerve one another; my Reſolution is to 
ſee Foreign Parts----I have ſet on't----and when I'm ſet 
on't, I muſt do't, And if theſe two Gentlemen wou'd 
travel too, I think they may be ſpar'd. | 


PETUL 4% 
For my Part, I ſay little J think things are 
beſt; off or on. | 
WITWOUD. 


Tgad I underſtand nothing of the Matter. I'm 
in a Maze yet, like a Dog in a Dancing School. 
| | Lady WISHFORT. 

Well Sir, take le, and with her all the Joy I can 
give you. | 8 5 
| MILLAMANT. 

Why does not the Man take me ? Wou'd you have 
me give myſelf to you over again? 

MIRABELTL. 

Ay, and over and over again; ¶ Kiſſes her Hand.] I 
wou'd have you as often as poſſibly I can. Well, Heav'n 
grant I love you not too well, that's all my Fear, 

| | — 
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| Sr YILJU LI. | 

| 'Sheart, you'll have time enough to toy after you're 
marry'd ; or if you will toy now, let us have a Dance in 
the mean time ; that we who are not Lovers may have 

ſome other Employment, befides looking on. 

MIRABELL. 
With all my Heart, dear Sir Wilfull. What ſhall we 
do for Muſic ? | 


FOIB LE. 
O Sir, ſome that were provided for Sir Roauland's En- 
tertainment are yet within Call. . [A Dance. 


Lady W ISHFORT. 

As I am a Perſon I can hold out no longer Ak 
have waſted my Spirits fo to-day already, that I am rea- 
dy to fink under the Fatigue; and I cannot but have ſome 
Fears upon me yet, that my Son Fainall will purſue ſome 
deſperate Courle, 

MIRABELLD. 

Madam, diſquiet not yourſelf on that account; to my 
Knowledge his Circumſtances are ſuch, he muſt of Force 
comply. For my Part, I will contribute all that in me 
lies to a Reunion: In the mean time, Madam, [Ze Mrs. 
Fain. ] let me before theſe Witneſſes reſtore to you this 
Deed of Truſt; it may be a Means, well manag'd, to 
make ng live eafily together. 


From bence let thoſe be warn'd, who mean to wed; 
Left mutual Falſbood ftain the Bridal-Bed: 
For each Deceiver to his Coft may find, 


That Marriage Frauds too oft are paid in kind... 
[ Exeunt Omnes, 


” G 2 E PI. 


1 


EPI LOGCGU-E 
Spoken by Mrs. Bracegirdle. 


N Af TER our Epilogue this Crowd diſmiſſes, 
Pm thinking how this Play ll be pull'd to Pieces. 

But pray conſider, ere you doom its Fall, 

How hard a thing *twou'd be, to pleaſe you all. 
There are ſome Critics ſo with Spleen diſeas'd, 

They ſcarcely come inclining to be Pleas'd : 

And ſure he muſt have more than mortal Skill, 

FL ho pleaſes any one againſt his Mill. 
_ Then, all bad Poets we are ſure are Foes, 

And how their Number's feelPd the T own well knows : 
In ſhoals, Ive mari'd em judging in the Pit; 

7% they're on no Pretence for Fudgment fit, 
But that they have been Damn'd for Want of Mit. 
Since when, they by their own Offences taught, 
Set up for Spies on Plays, and finding Fault. 

Others there are whoſe Malice we'd prevent 
Such, who watch Plays with ſcurrilous Intent, { 
To mark out who by Characters are meant. 

And tho no Perfect Likeneſs they can trace; 
Yet each pretends to know the Copy'd Face. 


Theſe 


EPILOGUE. 
Thefe with falſe Gloſſes feed their own Il. nature, 
And turn to Libel, what was meant a Satire. 
May ſuch malicious Fops this Fortune find, 

To think themſelves alone the Fools * : 

If any are ſo arrogant) Vain, 

To think they ſingly can ſupport a Scene, c 
And furniſh Fool enough to entertain. 

For well the Learn'd and the Fudicious know, 

That Satire ſcorns to ſtoop ſo meanly low, c 
As any one abſtracted Fop ts ſhow. 

For, as when Painters form a matchleſs Face, 

They from each Fair one catch ſome diff rent Grace 3 


And ſhining Features in one Portrait blend, 


To which: no ſingle Beauty muſt pretend: 
So Poets oft do in one Piece expoſe 
IF hale Belles Aſemblees of Coquettes and Beaux. 
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Printed in the Year 1753. 


THE 


Judgment of Paris. 


„ 
6 — —— * — 
"A —_ — 


8 2 7 : LM 


The SCENE is a Lanny of a beantiful Paſ- 

ture ſuppoſed on Mount Ida. The Shepherd Pa- 
ris is ſeen ſeated under a Tree, and playing on 
his Pipe; his Crook and Scrip, &c. thing by. him, 
While a Symphony is playing, Mercury deſcends 
with his Caduceus in one Hand, and an Apple 
2 Gold in the other : After the Symphony he 
gs. | 


t -— 
ROM high Olympus, and the Realms 
above, 5 
=P Behold I come the Meſſenger of Jove; 
FEE His dread Commands I bear: 

1 Shepherd, ariſe and hear; 

Ariſe, and leave awhile thy rural Care: 

Forbear thy woolly Flock to feed, 

And lay aſide thy tuneful Reed; 

For thou to greater Honours art decreed! ' 
„ G's. PARIS. 


154 The Judgment of Pan: 1 8. 
0 Hermes, I thy Godhead Eh 
By thy winged Heels and Head. 
By thy Rod that wakes the Dead, 
And guides the Shades below. 
Say wherefore doſt thou ſeek this humble Plain, 
To greet a lowly Swain? 
What does the mighty Fhunderer ordain ? 
MERCURY. 
This Radiant Fruit behold, 
More bright, than burnift'd Gold; 
Three Goddeſſes for this contend: 
See now they deſcend, 
Shepherd, take the Golden Prize, 
Yield it to the brighteſt Eyes. 5 
I Juno, Pallas, and Venus ars feen a at a * Manee d- 
ſeending in ſeutral Machines. 
| PARIS 
O Raviſking Delight! 
What Mortal can de the Sight ? 
| Alas! too weak i is human Brain, 
| So much Rapture to ſuſtain. 
T faint, I fall! O take me hence, 
Ere Exſtaſy invades my aking Senſe : 
Help me, Hermes, or I die, 
Save me from Exceſs of Joy. 
 HERCURY. © 
Fear not, Mortal; none fhall harm thee ; 
With my Sacred Rod T'll charm thee ; 
Freely gaze and view all over, 
Thou may'ſt every Grace diſcover, 
Though a thouſand Darts fly round thee, 
Fear not, Mortal, none ſhall wound thee, | * 


» bes”, 5 : 


Me Judgment Pax ls. 1535 
Ir tavo { Happy thou of Human Race, 
Parts. } Gods with thee would change-their Place. 
Paris. )] With no God I'd change my Place, 
 CHappy I of Human Race. [Mercury aſcends. 
Vail a Symphony « playing, Juno. deſcends from her 
Machine ; after the S. e fings. 


Saturnia, Wife of Ack, rl am I. 
Below 'd by him, and Empreſs of the Sky.z. 
Shepherd, fix on me thy wondring Si 
Beware, _ view me well, and judge aright, 
eng a 
PALLAS. 
This way, Mortal, bend thy Eyes, 
Pallas elaims the golden Prize; 
A Virgin Goddeſs free from Stain, 
And Queen, of Arts and Arms I reign. 
[Symphony for Venus: 
YFENU:S:. | 


Hither turn thee, gentle Swain, 
Let not Venus ſue in Vain; 
Venus rules the Gods above, 
Love rules them, and ſhe rules Eove. 
Hither turn thee, gentle Swain 
4L TA 
Hither turn to me again. 
FUN O. 
Turn to me, for. I am ſhe, 
| ALL THRS FE. 
To me, to me, for I am ſhe. 
VENUS. 
Hither turn thee, gentle Swain. 
FUNO * 
She will deceive, chee. 


runs 


| 156 The Judgment of Pax Is. 
| IIe. 
4 They will deceive thee, Tl never leave thee, | 


Hither turn to me again, | 
kk iT me, to me, for I am ſhe; 
Y nn. CHither turn'thee, gentle Swain. 
3 e 
= 1 


Diſtracted I turn, but I cannot decide; 
So equal a Title ſure never was try'd. 
United, your Beauties ſo dazzle 44 Sight, 
That loſt in Amaze, 
I giddily gaze, 
Confus'd and o'erwhelm'd 932 a Torrent of Light | 
| 
Apart let me view then each heay'nly Fair, | 
For Three at a time there's no Mortal can bear; 
And fince a gay Robe an ill Shape may diſguiſe, | 
When each is undreſt 
PH judge of the beſt, 
For 'tis not a Face that muſt carry the Prize, 
: FUNO * alone. | 


Let Ambition fire thy Mind, 

Thou wert born o'er Men to reign, 
Not to follow Flocks deſign'd ; 
Scorn thy Crook, and leave the Plain. 

II. 

Crowns I'll throw beneath thy Feet, 

Thou on Necks of Kings ſhalt tread, 

Joys in Circles Joys ſhall meet, 


Which way e er thy Fancy's lead. 
ar 


— — I I I" 
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Let not Toils of Empire fright, ; 

Toils of Empire Pleaſures are; — | 
Thou ſhalt only know Delight, 5 
All the Joy, but not the Care. IV. 


* 
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e 
Shepherd, if thou'It yield the Prize,” 
For the Bleſſings I beſtow, ' | 
Joyful I'Il aſcend the Skies, 
Happy thou ſhalt reign below. 
CHORUS. 
Let Ambition firt thy Mind, 
Thou wert born o'er Men to Reign, 
Not to follow Flcks defign'd ; 
Scorn thy Crook, and leave the Plain. 
PALLAS Sings alone. 
1 ard 


Awake, awake, thy Spirits raiſe, 
Waſte. not thus thy youthful Days, 
Piping, Toying, | 5 1 
Nymphs decoying, + . | ; 
Loſt in wanton and inglorious Faſe; 7 | | 5 
II. | | | 
Hark, Hark ! the glorious Voice of War | | 
Calls aloud, for Arms prepare: 
D.rums are beating, | 
Rocks repeating, | 
Martial — charms the jf A Air. 1 
(Symphony. ) 15 
P 4A 2 A S Sings. 
O what Joys does Conqueſt yield ! 
When returning from the Field, 
O how glorious tis to ſee - 
The Godlike Hero crown'd with Victory 
| Laurel Wreaths his Head ſurrounding, 
Banners waving in the Wind, 
Fame her golden Trumpet ſounding, 
Every Voice in Chorus join d. 
To me, kind Swain, the Prize refi | 
And Fame and Conqueſt ſhall be thine. 


— . 
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138 The Judgment of PARIS. 
4 CHORUS. | 
* O how glorious tis to ſie 
9 The Godlike Hero crown'd with V 00 
1 (Symphony, 2 
4 FENUS $i 
4 Stay, lovely Youth, delay . Ge —— 
Take heed leſt empty . enthral thee ; 
Attend to Cytherea's Voice; 

Lo! I who am love's Mother call thee, 

Far from thee be anxious Care, 
And racking Thoughts that vex the Great: 
Empire's but a gilded Snare, 
And fickle is the Warrior's Fate. 
One only Joy Mankind can know, 

And love alone can that beſtow. 3 

CHORUS, 


VENUS Sings. 


, . 


One only Foy, &c. 


J. 
Nature fram'd thee ſure for Loving, 
Thus adorn d with every Grace; 
Venus ſelf thy Form approving,, 
Looks with Pleaſure on thy Face. 


"4 
Happy Nymph who ſhall enfold thee, 
Circled in her yielding Arms! 
Should bright Hellen once behold thee, 
She'd ſurrender all her Charms. 


1 
Faireſt ſhe, all Nymphs. tranſcending, 3 
That the Sun himſelf has ſeen, 1 | . d 
Were ſhe for the Crown contending, q 
Thou wou'dit own her Beauty's. Queeny 


e 


The Judgment of PARIS. 159 
. 
Gentle Shepherd, if my Pleading 
Can from thee the Prize obtain, 
Love himſelf thy Conqueſt aiding, 
Thou that Matchleſs Fair ſhalt gain. 


iS. 
I yield, I yield. O take the Prize, c 
And ceaſe, O ceaſe, th* inchanting Song; - 


All Love's Darts are in thy Eyes, 

And Harmony falls from thy Tongue, 
Forbear, O Goddeſs of Defire, 
Thus my raviſh'd Soul to move; 
Forbear to fan the raging Fire, 
And be probitious to my Love. 


Here Paris gives to Venus the Golden Apple, Several Cu- 
pids deſcend, the three Graces alight from the Chariot of 
Venus, they call the Hours, who aſſemble ; with all the 
Attendants on Venus. All join in a Circle round her, and 
fing the laſt grand Chorus, while Juno and Pallas aſcend, 


GRAND CHORUS. 


Hither all ye Graces, all ye Loves, 

Hither all ye Hours reſort ; 

Billing Sparrows, Cooing Doves ; 

Come all the Train of Venus' Court. 

Sing all great Cytherea's Name 

Ower Empire, over Fame, 

Her Victory proclaim. | 
Sing, Sing and ſpread the joyful News around, 
Phe Queen of Love, is Queen of Beauty crown'd. 
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4 Natura difeedimus Populo nos damus, 
nullius rei. bono auctori, & in bac re, ficut- 
in omnibus, inconſtantiſſin mo. 1 

1 | Seneca Ep. 999. 
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Printed in the Year 1753, 


ARGUMENT 


Introductory to the 


OPERA of S EME L. E. 


* g * R Jupiter's Ameur wich Europa, 
=> 3 he again N Jann, by 
& 4 new Afair in the ſame Famiy; 
| PLES viz wit Semele, Neice to Europa, 
nd Daughter ta Cadmus King of Thebes. 
' | Semele 7s on the Point of Marriage with Athas 
mas; which Marriage is about to be. ſolemniz'@ 
in the Temple of Juno, Goddeſs of Marriages, 
when Jupiter by. ill. Omens interrupts the Cere- 
mony z and afterwards tranſports Semele to a pri- 
vate Abode prepar'd for her, Juno, after many 
Cone. 


as * m 
F 4 
* N h 


ARGUMENT. 
Contrivances, at length aſſumes the Shape and Voice 
of Ino, Sifter to Semele; by the help of which Di/- 
guiſe ang artful Inſinuations, ſbe prevails with her 
to make a Requeſt to Jupiter, which being granted 
"_ end in her utter Run, | 


7515 Fable is related in Ovid: Mets L. 3. 


but there Juno is ſaid to impoſe on Semele in the 
Shape of an old Woman, her Nurſe. *Tis hoped, 


the Liberty taken in ſubſtituting Ino inſtead of the 
old Woman will be 'excus'd:. It was done becauſ- 
Ino is interwoven in the Deſgn by ber Love of 
Athamas ; to whom ſhe was. marry'd, according t0 
Ovid; and, becauſe her Character bears a Pro- 
portion "with the Dignity of the ether Perſons re- 
Preſented, This Reaſon, it is preſumed, may be 
allowed' in a Thing intirely fiftitious ; and more 


| eſpecially being repreſented under the Title of an 


Opera, where greater Mbfurdities are every Day 
excus'd, 


Ii was not thought requif te to have any Regard 
either to Rhyme or Equality of Meaſure, in the 
Lines of that Part of the Dialogue which was 


deſign'd for the Recitative Stile in. Muſic. © For 


as that Stile in Muſic is not confin'd to the tritt 
Obſervation of Time and Meaſure, which is re- 


WE? in the YOu. tion, of Airs and Sonatas, ſ% 
Is. naher 


ARGUMENT. 
neither is it neceſſary that the ſame Exattneſs i in Num: 
bers, Rhymes, or M. eaſure, ſhauld be obſerved ia 


Wards defign'd to be ſet in that manner, which muſt 


ever be obſerved in the Formation of Odes and yr 
nets. For what they call Recitative in Muſic, 

is only a more tuneable Speaking, it 4s a kind ok A 
Proſe in Muſic; its Beauty conſiſts in coming near 
Nature, and in improving the natural Accents af 
Mords by more Pathetir or Emphatical Tones, Y 


Perſons 


FI 
1 
| 
1 
* 
W 

1 

1 
* 


Jupiter. i 1 
C 8 King of Thebes 5 
A bamas, A Prince of Beotia, in Love with 
and deſign d to marry Semele. 
* 


Perſons Repreſen ted. 


* 


Shepherds. 
Satyrs. 


Juno. 


Iris. 
Semele, Daughter to Cadmus, belov'd by 


and in Love with Jupiter. 


Ina, Siſter to Semele, in Love with Atha- 


Mas. 


Shepherdeſſes. 


Chief Prieſt of Juno, other Prieſts and 


Augurs. 
SCENE B OE OT 14. 


45 | SEME LE 


Ces 


An Sen 
The CE N E is the Temple of JV No, near the 
Altar is a Golden Image of the Goddeſs. Priefts 


are in their Solemnities, as after 'a Sacrifice newly 


offer'd ; Flames ariſe from the Altar, and the Sta- 
tue of JUN O is ſeen to bow, © | 


CADMUS, ATHAMAS, SEMELE, and IN o. 


PEROT PRIFST. 
» Ehold ! auſpicious Flaſhes riſe ; 
Juno accepts our Sacrifice 
The grateful Odour ſwift aſcends, 
And tee, the Golden Image bends. 
FIRST aud SECOND PRIEST. 
Lucky Omens bleſs our Rites, 
And fure Succeſs ſhall crown your Lowvess 
Peaceful Days and fruitful Nights 
Attend the Pair that ſhe approves. 


CA Ds 


== ds... ; 


— de - ne 


10 


e ee 


CAD MNUsS. 
a Daughter, obey, „ 
. Hear, and obey. 

With kind Conſenting 

Eaſe a Parent's Care; 

Invent no new Delay. 

ATHAMAS. 

a 0 hear a faithful Lover's Pray'r; 
= On this aufpicious Day 


ELLER Invent no new Delay. 


CADMUS and ATHAMAS. 
Hear, and obey ; 
Invent no new Delay 
On this auſpicious Day. 
SEMELE [apart] | 
Ah me! 
What Refuge now is left me FR 
How various, how tormenting, 
Are my Miferies ! 
| O Jove aſſiſt me. "4 | 
Can Semele forgo thy Love, 
And to a Mortal's Paſſion yield? 
Thy Vengeance will o'ertake 
Such Perfidy. 
If I deny, my Father's Wrath I fear. 
O Fove, in Pity teach me which to chooſe, 
Incline me to comply, or help me to refuſe. 
AT HAM AS. 
See, ſhe bluſhing turns her Eyes ; 
See, with Sighs her Boſom panting : 
If from Love thoſe Sighs ariſe, 
Nothing to my Blifs is wanting. 
 Hymen hafte, thy Torch prepare, 
Love already his has lighted, 
One /oft Sigh has cur d Deſpair, 
And more than my paſt Pains requited) 


IN. O. 


— © 


VO. 


3 


S E ME L E. 


, 
Alas! ſhe- yields 
And has undone me: 


I can. no longer hide my Paſſion 3 


It muſt have Vent 
Or inward burning 
Will conſume me. 
O Athamas 
I cannot utter it | 
| aTHAMA 8. 
On-ace tal his” calls 535 | 
With mournful Accent, 
Her Colour fading 
And her Eyes o'erflowing ! 1 
5 0 


O Semet: Fe] 


SEMELE. = 


On me ſhe calls, 
Vet ſeems to ſhun me! 
What would my Siſter ? | , 
I N O. 
Thou haſt undone me. Mes 
CADMU 8. 
Why doſt thou thus untimely griewe, 
And all our ſolemn Rites prophane ? 
Can he, or foe, thy Moes relieve ? © 


Or 1? Of whom doſt thou complain? 
TN O. 5 


Of all, but all, I fear, in vain. 
ATHAMA Ss. 
o I thy Woes relieve ? | 
| S EME V. E. 
Can I aſſwage thy Pain? | 
Vol. III. IH 


* 


169 


Po E M E L E. 


CAD MUS, ATHAMAS and SEME LE. 
Of whom doſt thou complain ? © 
1 N O. 
+ Of all; but all, I fear, in vain. _ 
[i lightens, and Thunder is heard at a di Hance ; then, @ 
Noiſe of Rain; the Fire is ſuddenly extinguiſb d on the 


Altar: The Chief-Prieſt comes forward. 
FIRST PRIEST. 


cheſe Omens, all ye Pow? is! 


"ol * For e God averſe our holy Rites controls. 
| OErwhelm'd with ſudden Night, the Day expires ! 
Ill-boding Thunder on the Right Hand. rolls, 


And Fove himſelf deſcends in Show'rs, 
To quench our late propitious Fires. 
CHORUSof PRIESTS. 
Avert theſe Omens, all ye Pow'rs! 
SECOND PRIEST. 
Again auſpicious Flaſhes riſe. 
uno accepts our Sacrifice. 
Flames are again hindled on * Altar, and the $ tatue 


nods. 
THIRD tf R Y E8T. 
Again the ſickly Flame decaying: dies: 
Juno aſſents, but angry 7eve denies, 
[he Fire is again extinguifsd. 
ATHAMA S [ajart.] 
Thy Aid, Pronubial Juno, Athamas implores. 
8E M E LE (apart. ] 
Thee Fove, and thee alone, thy Semele adores. 
[4 lud Clap of Thunder ; the Altar finks. 
F F R-8Y 2 e. | 
Ceaſe, ceaſe your Vows, 'tis impious to proceed; 
Be gone, and fly this holy Place with Speed: 
This dreadful Conflict is of dire Prefage; 
Be gone, and fly from Fove's impending Rage. 


[47 


©. 
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[LA but he Priefts come forward The Scene cloſ#t on the 
Prieſts, and ſhews to View the Front and Outfide of 
the Temple. Cadmus leads off Semele, Attendants fol- 
low. Athamas and Ino remain, 


SCENE II. 
ATHAMAS, IN ©. 


| ATHAMAS. 

O 8 what Torture haſt thou born! 
And O, what haſt thou yet to bear! 
From Love, from Hope, yn near Poſſeſſion 

And plung'd. at once in deep Deſpair. 
TIM I NO. * 
Turn, hopeleſs Lover, turn thy Eyes, 

And fee a Maid bemoan, 
= tn flowing Tears and aking Sighs, 
2 Thy Woes, too like her own. 
ATHAMAS, 
She weeps ! 
'The gentle Maid, in tender Pity, 
. Weeps to behold my Miſery ! 
-So Semele wou'd melt 
To ſee another mourn. 


Such unavailing Mercy is in Beauty faund, 


Each Nymph bemoans the Smart 
Of every bleeding Heart, 


But that where ſhe —__ 22 the Wound. 


Ah me, too ah Nn 
ATHAMAS. 


Can Pity for another's Pain 
Cauſe ſuch Anxiety ! 
H 2 


torn, 


IN O. 


S EM E LE. 
INM O. 

Sou'dſt thou but gueſs 

What I endure ; ; 

Or cou'd I tell thee——— 

Thou, Athamas, 

Wou aſt for a while 
Thy Sorrows ceaſe, a little ceaſe, 

And liſten for a while 

Jo my Lamenting. 
8 4 T HA MAS. 
Of Grief too ſenſible 
I knew your tender Nature. 
Well I remember, 
When I oft have ſu'd 
| To cold, diſdainful Semele ; 
When I with Scorn have been rejected; 
Vour tuneful Voice my Tale would tell, 
In Pity of my ſad Deſpair; 
And, with ſweet Melody,. compel 
Attention from the flying Fair. 
IN 0. 
Too well I fe 
Thou wilt not underſtand me. 
Whence cou d proceed ſuch Tenderneſs E 
Whence ſuch Compaſtion ? | 
Inſenfible ! Ingrate ! _ 
Ah, no, I cannot blame thee : 

For by Effects unknown before, 

Who cou'd the hidden Cauſe explore? 05 
Or think that Love cou'd act ſo ſtrange a Part, 
To plead for Pity in a Rival's Heart. 

ATHAMAS. 
Ah me, what have I heard ! 
She does her Paſſion own, 
N INNO. 


JN O. 
What, had I not deſpair'd, 
You never ſhou'd have known. 
You've undone me; 
Look not on me; 
Guilt upbraiding, : 4 
Shame invading ; 
Look not on me; 
You've undone mes 


ATHAMAS, 
With my Life I wwou'd atone 


| Pains you've born, to me unknown. 
| Ceaſe, ceaſe to ſhun me. 
I N ©, 

Look not on me, © 

You've undone me. 

"OATH AMA . 

Ceaſe, ceaſe to bun me: 

Love, Lowe als 

Has both undone, 

Love, Love Abs 

Has toth undone. 


e 2 IE =o Ys 6 NL A } jp © 


SCENE III. 
[To them] Enter C A D M U 8 attended, 


CAD MUS. 
A H wretched Prince, doom'd to diſaſtrous Love! 
Ah me, of Parents moſt forlorn ! 
Prepare, O Athamas, to prove 


The ſharpeſt Pangs that e'er were bn 


Prepare with me our common Loſs to mourn. 
H 3 AT HA- 


N 
= 


14 SEMELE. 
„ 


. 
* 


ATHAMAS. 
Can Fate, or Semele invent 
Another, yet another Puniſhment ? 
CAD MUS. | 
Wing'd with our Fears, and pious Haſte, 
From June's Fane we fled; _ 
Scarce we the brazen Gates had paſs'd, 
When Semele around her Head 
With azure Flames was grac'd, 


Whoſe Lambent Glories in her Treſſes play d. 


While this we ſaw with dread Surpriſe, 
Swifter than Lightning downwards tending, 
An Eagle ſtoopt, of mighty Size, 
On Purple Wings deſcending; 
Like Gold his Beak, like Stars ſhone forth his Eyes, 
His Silver plumy Breaſt with Snow contending: 
Sudden he ſnatch'd the trembling Maid, 
And ſoaring from our Sight convey'd j 
Diffuſing ever as he leſſening flew | 
Ceiettial Odour, and Ambroſial Dew, 
ATHAMAS, 
O Prodigy, to me of dire Portent ! 
1 NO, 


To me, I hope, of fortunate Event, | 


6 -QE N-E Iv, 
Enter to them the Chief-Prieft, with Augurs and other Prieſls. 


T9 CADMUS. 
EE, fee, Joe's Prieſts and hol) Augurs come: 


I Speak, ſpeak, of Semele and me declare the Doom. 
1 a FIRST 


S EE. 75 
FIRST AUG UR. 13 
Hai Cadmus, hail ! Jove ſalutes the Theban Xing. 
| Ceaſe your Mourning, 
Toys returning,” 
Songs of Mirth and Triumph ſing. 
SECOND AUGUR, | | 
Endleſs Pleaſure, endleſs Love 2 
Semele enjoys above 3 2 
On her Boſom Jove reclining, 
| Uſeleſs now his T hunder lies, 
Jo her Arms his Bolts refining, 1 
And his Lightning to her Eyets | : 
Endleſs Plea ſure, endleſs Love | 
Semele enjoys above. 
FIRST PRIEST, 
Haſte, haſte, haſte, to Sacrifice prepare, 
Once do the Thunderer, once to the Fair: 
Jove and Semele implore : 
Jove and Semele like Honours ſhare, — 
1 fue 12 —-_ admire, let Men adore ; 
Haſte, haſit, haſte, to Sacrifice prepare. 
es Chorus of bricks ' 1/1 "AE 
Hail, Cadmus, hail! Jove ſalutes the Theban Rings 
Ceaſe your Mourning, 


-- + returningy | „ ; 
Songs of Mirth and Triumph fing. [Exeunt omnes. 


End of the Firſt Act. 


Uo ACT 


176 S E M E L. E. 


nnr I. 
The SCENE is a pleaſant Country, the Pro- 


Spec? is terminated by a beautiful Mountain 


da adorn'd with Moodi and Mater. falls. Juno and 
IR Is defend in different Machines, JUN ö in 


a Chariot drawn by Pæacochs; IR IS on 4 Rain. 
bow ; they alight and meet. 


TT TINO 
RIS, impatient of thy Stay, 
From Samos have I wing d my Way, 
To meet thy flow Return; 
Thou know'ſt what Cares infeſt 
My anxious Breaſt, 
And how with Rage and Jealouſy I bum; 
| Then why this long Delay? 
. 
With all his Speed not yet the Sun 
: Thro' half his Race has run, 
Since I to execute thy dread Command.- 
Have thrice encompaſs'd Seas and Land. 
YU 0. 
Say, where is Semele's Abode ? 
"Till that I know, 
Tho' thou hadit on Lightning rode, 
Still thou 1 art and low. 


— 
\ 1 


D 
85 2 
1 


IRIS. 


7 


SEMBLE. 


TRA: 
Look where Citheron proudly Kids, 
Beotia parting from Cecropian Lands. 
High on the Summit of that Hill, 
Beyond the Reach of Mortal Eyes, 
By Fove's Command, and Vulcan's Skill, 
Behold a new: erected Palace riſe. 


There from mortal C ares 8 
She refides in ſeveet Retreat 3 
On her Pleaſure, Jove requiring, 
. All the Lowes and Graces wait. 


Thither Flora the Fair | 
| With her Train muſt repair, 
Her amorous Zephyr attending, . 
All her Savetts ſhe muſt bring 
To continue the Spring, 


Which never muſl there know an E ne 


Bright Abrora, "tis ſaid, 
From her old Lover's Bed 
No more the gray Orient adorning, 
For the future muſt riſe 
From fair Semele's Eyes, 


And wait till ſhe wakes for the Morning. 


| . FU Ni 
No more —PIl hear no more. 
How long mult I endure ? 
How long with Indignation burning, 
From impious Mortals * 
Bear this Inſolenſe! 
Awake Saturnia from thy cates ; 
| 9 deſtroy the curſt Adultereſs. 

8 H 5 


Scale 
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Scale proud Citheronꝝ's Top: | 
Snatch her, tear het'in thy Fury, 
And down, down to the Flood of Acheron 
Let her fall, let her fall, fall, fall: 

Rolling down the Depths of Night, 
Never more to behold the Light. 
If I am own'd above, 
Siſter and Wife of Tove; 
(Siſter at leaſt I ſure may claim, 
Tho' Wife be a neglected Name.) 

Tf T th' Imperial Scepter ſway I ſwear 

By Hell | 4” 

Tremble thou Univerſe this Oath to hear, 

Not one of curſt Agency's Race to ſpare. 

; FE of Op 
Hear, mighty Queen, while I recount 
What Obftacles you muſt ſurmount; 
With Adamant the Gates are barr'd, 
Whoſe Entrance two fierce Dragons guard: 
At each Approach they laſh their forky Stings, 
| And clap their brazen Wings: 
And as their ſcaly Horrors riſe, 
They all at once diſcloſe 
A thouſand fiery Eyes, 
Which never know Repoſe. 
a FU NO 
Hence is, hence away, 
Far from the Realms of Day ; 
O'er Scythian Hills to the Meotian Lake 
A ſpeedy Flight we'll take : 
There Somnus I'll compel 
His downy Bed to leave and filent Cell : 
With Noiſe and Light I will his Peace moleft, 
Nor ſhall he fink again to pleafing Reſt, 


Till 


Till to my vow'd es a he 2 . . 


And ſeals with Sleep the wakeful Dragon's Eyes. 
| | [They J"_ 


SCENE IL 


The S CEN E changes to an Apartment in the Palace of 
SEMELE 2 . Love s and ZEPAYR 3 
waiting. 


CUPID. 


E E. after the Toils of an amorous Fight, 
here weary and pleas d, ſtill panting ſhe lies; 
While yet in her Mind ſhe repeats the Delight, 
How feveet is the Slumber that fleals on her Eyes ! 
Come Zephyrs, come, «while Cupid ſings, i 
Fan her with your filky Wings ; 


New Defire 
Fl inſpire, 
And revive the dying Flames ; 


Dance around her, 
While. T wound her, 
And with Pleaſure fill her Dreams. 


[A Dance of Zephyrs, after which Semele awakes, 
and riſes. 


SEMELE. 
O Sleep, why doſt thou leave me? 
Why thy viſionary Joys remove? 
O Sleep again deceive me, 
To my Arms reſtore my vandring Zoom >; 
> SCENE. 


8 C E N E III. 


Tawo Lo YES lead in J uPIT ER. While he meets and em- 
braces SEME LE, CuPyP1d | Sings. 


0 U PID. 
Fur E EP forſaking, 
Seize him waking ; 
Lowe has ſought him, 
| Back has brought him; 
Mighty Jove tho' he be, 
And tho Love cannot ſee, 
Yet by feeling about 
Hie has found him out, 
And has caught his 
S E N E I. E. 
Let me not another Moment 
Bear the Pangs of Abſence, 
Since you have form'd my Soul for Loving, 
No more afflict me 


With Doubts and Fears, and crock Jealouſy. | 
PV P-FET>B: KR, - 


Lay your Doubts and Fears ade, A 

And for Foys alone provide 5 N 

Tho this Human Form 1 wear, 

* Think not I Man's Falfood bear, 

You are Mortal, and require Lo 

Time to reſt nf to reſpire, AC bo 
Nor was I abſent, * 
Tho? a while withdrawn, 
To take Petitions N 


2 < 
* 


From 


S E NM E ＋ ? Ap 

From the needy World. 
While Love was with thee | 
I was preſent; - : 

Love and I are one.” Sy 

SE M E L. E. 1 

F chearful Hopes © 

And chilling Fears, 


Alternate Smiles, 8 


Alternate Tears, 
= * os 8 © 19655 
With Graf now v fainting," 5 
Now with Bliſs expiring ; 3%. 
If this be Love, not you alone, 
But Love and I are one. 
B OT H. 
If ibis be Love, not you als 
But 4 J are one. 
* SE M E L. 2. i 
FUPI TE Re N W L 
Why ſighs my Semele? | | 
What gentle Sorrow . | 
Swells thy ſoft: Boſom? 1 
Why tremble thoſe fair Eyes 


With interrupted Light? _- 
Where hov'ring' for a Vent, 3 ie 


Amidſt their. humid Fires, 

Some new- form'd Wiſh * 

Speak, and obtain. 
SEM E LE. 

At my own Happineſs a 

I ſigh and tremble z * 

Mortals whom Gods affect 


Have narrow Limits ſet to Life, 


And cannot long be bleſs'd. 


22 5 
1 1 4 
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A God may prove inconſtant. 
JUPITER. 
Beware of Jealouſy: 
Had Juno not been jealous, 
I ne'er had left Oꝶmpus, 
Nor wander'd in my Love. 
S EME LE. 
With my Frailty don't upbraid me, 
I am Woman as you made me, 
Cauſeleſs donbting or a x. 
8 truſting, #diy 


E If conſenting 
| Still repenting; 


Hof complying 
When 
And to be follews'd, E 8 
43 With my Frailty don't upbraid me, 
| Jam Woman as you made me. 
JUPITER 
Thy Sex of Fove's the Maſter- piece, 
| Thou, of thy Sex, art moſt excelling. 
Frailty in thee is Ornament, 
In thee Perfection. 
Giv'n to agitate the Mind, | 
And keep awake Mens Paſſions 3 5 
To baniſh Indolen ce, 
And dull Repoſe, 
The Foes of Tranſport 
And of Pleaſure. 
f SEM ELI. 
Still I am mortal, 
Still a Woman; 


And 


— 


S E M E L E. 


And ever when you leave me, 
Tho' compaſs'd round with Deities 
Of Loves and Graces, 
A Fear invades me, 
And conſcious of a Nature 
Far inferior, 
I ſeek for Solitude, 
And ſhun Society. 
FUPITE R. [ apart. ] 
Too well J read her Meaning, 
But muſt not underſtand her. 
Aiming at Immortality _ 
With dangerons Ambition, 
She wou'd dethrone Szturma ; 
And reigning in my Heart 
Would reign in Heav'n. 
| _ Leſt ſhe too much explain, 
I muſt with Speed amufe her; 
It gives the Lover double Pain, 
Who hears his Nym h complain, 
And hearing muſt re ber. 5 
S N 
Why do you ceaſe to gaze upon me? 
Why muſing turn away ? 
Some other Object 
| Seems more pong: 
„ R. 
Thy 423 Fears remove, © 
My Faireſt, lateſt, vnly Love. 
By my Command, 
Now at this Inſtant, 
Two winged Zephyrs 
From her downy Bed 


| | . Thy 


184 SEM E IL. E. 
Thy much-lpy'd, Ig bear; 
And both together 
Waft her hither 
Thro' the balmy Air. 
8 E ME LE. 
Shall I my Siſter ſee ! [0 
The dear Companion 
Of my tender Years. 
| ae 
21 See, ſhe appears, 
But ſees not me; 
For J am viſible 
Alone to thee. | 
While I retire, riſe and meet her, 
And with Welcomes greet ber. 
Now all this Scene ſhall to Arcadia turn, 
The Seat of happy Nymphs and Swains ; 
There without the Rage of Jealouſy they burn, 
And taſte the Sweets of LOVE Without. 5 its Pains. 


4 F 0 a... 10 447 : i 
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SCENE Iv. 


Jorir zx“ nid. 8 E M * LE . I 0 meet and 
embrace. The SCEN E is totally changed, and 
ſetus an open Country. Seueral Shepherds and 
Shepherd offes Enter. SEMELE and IX o hav- 
ing entertain'd each other in dumb Shew, fit and 
ebſerve the Rural . which end the Second 
AT, 


1 : R a A; CT 


f 
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ACT Tn L 


The 8 CEN E is the Cave of Sleep. The God of 
Sleep lying on his Bed, A ſoft Symphony is heard, 
Then the Muſic changes to a di | _ Move- 
ment. 


Juno wh IRIS. 


7 U N ©. 
BD» OMNUS, awake, 
F132 Raiſe thy reclining Head 
N JINIS. 
qa Thyſelf forſae s, 
And lift up thy heavy Lids of Lead. 
SOMN US (waking. I 
Leave me, hathſome Light 3 © £ 
Receive me, filent Night. 
Lethe, why does thy lingring Current ceaſe ? . 
O murmur, murmur me again to Peace. 


[Sinks down again. 
IRIS. 


Dull God, can'ſt thou attend the Water's Fall, 
And not hear Saturnia call! 

Nada. 
Peace, Iris, peace, I know how to charm him: 
Paſithea's Name alone can warm him : 


JUNO, 


— 


"age 
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JU NQ_ERIAT.S. 
Only Lowe on Sleep has Pow'r ; 
O'er Gods and Men 
Tho' Somnus reign, 
Love alternate has his Hour. 
UNO. 
ene ariſe, 
Diſcloſe thy tender Eyes; 
For Paſibea's Sight 
Endure the Light: 
Samnus, ariſe. 5 
SOMNUS frifing.} | 
More faveet is that Name 
Than a ſoft purling Stream; 
With Plichrs Repoſe Dl! forſake, 
1f you'll N 70 wy 44 to _—_— me awake, 


My Will 5 N | 
She ſhall be thine. Og 
Thou with thy ſofter Pow'rs 
Firſt Jovs ſhalt captivate, . 
To Morpheus then give Order, 
Thy various Miniſter, 
That with a Dream in Shape of —_ 
But far more beautiful, 
And more alluring, © 
He may invade the ſleeping Deity ; . 
And more to agitate 
His kindling Fire, 
Still let the Phantom ſeem 
To fly before him, | | 
That he may wake impetuous, 7 
Furious in Deſire; | 4 
Unable to refuſe whatever Boon A 
Her Coyneſs ſhall require, | 
| SOMNUS, 


LE © 1} 


- SEME LE. 
SOMNUS. 
I tremble to comply. 
_ FUNO. 
To me thy leaden Rod refipn, 
To charm the Centinels 


a” 


On Mount C:theron ; - | 
Then caſt a Sleep on mortal Ino, 
'That I may ſeem her Form to wear 
When I to Semele appear. 
Obey my Will, thy Rod reſign, 
1 And Paſfithea ſhall be thine, 
\ SOMNUS. 
All T muſt grant, for all is due 
To e Love, and you. 
UNO. 
Away let us haſte, 
Let neither haus Re 
"Till the faverteſt of P eaſure aut prove þ 
Jill of Pengeance 7 % 
JT doubly am bleſi'd, 
And thou art made happy in Love, 
[Ex. Juno and Iris. 
[Somn us retires within his Cawe, the Scene 


f changes to Semele's —_— 
SEEN CIA 
: KCN 
q SEMEL+E | ane. ] 
SEMELE. 


Love and am low d, yet more I dire: 

Ab, how fooliſh a. Thing is Fraition ! 
As one Paſſion cools, ſome other takes Fire, 
And Im flill in a longing Condition, 


. 


Wiatte 


—_ — = n 3 
r JI *_ wn, e . 5 Q 
bag. {a J 
. 
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Whate'er I poſſeſs 


Soon ſeems an E xcefts 


Far ſomething untry'd 1 petition's 
Tho daily I prove © 
The Pleaſures of Love, 


I die * the Toys of Ambition. 


— 


OE Ns (GNS 


s c E N E In. 


Enter Ju No IN o, With a Manar in her Hand. 


FUN 2 [ apart. ] 
T H A ſhaped like Ino, 
With Eaſe 1 I ſhall deceive her, 


15 And in this 1 ſhe ſhall ſee - 
Herſelf as much transform'd as me. 


Do I ſome Goddeſs ſee! _. 
Or is it Semete ? 
SEME L Z. 
Dear Siſter, ſpeak, _ 
Whence this Aſtoniſnment? 
3 UN ©. 


F Your Charms improving 


To Divine Perfection, 

Shew you were late admitted 

A mongſt Celeſtial Beauties. 

Has Jove conſented ? 

And are you made 1 
8 EME LE. 

Ah no, I ſtill am mortal; 

Nor am I ſenſible 

Of any Change or new Perfedtion, 


[To her, 


JUNO. 


a, 


er 


O. 
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JUN 0. Le be the Gn, * 


Behold in this Mirrour . Y 
Whence comes my Surpriſe 3 
Such Luftre and Terror 
Unite in your Eyes, _ 
That mine cannot fix on a Radiance fo bright : ; 


"Tis unſafe for the veal, and too ſlipp' ry for Sight. 


SEME LE. | Lotingin 5 wes | 


O Exſtaſy of Tuppiackt f 
Celeſtial Graces . 
I diſcover in each Feature ! 
My/ef 1 fall adore, 
If 1 perfift in gazing 
No Object ſure before _ 
Was ever half fo pleaſin g. 
How did that Glance become me! 
But take this flatt'ring Mirrour from me, 
Net once again let me view me. 
Ab charming all ver ! 
[offering the Glas withdraws her Hand again. 
Here — hold, I'll hawe one Look more. 
Tho that Look I avere ſure would undo me. | 
F U NO. [Taking the Glaſs from her, 
Be wiſe as you are, beautiful, 
Nor loſe this 1 
When Fove appears 
All ardent with Deſire, A 
Refuſe his proffer d Flame 
Till you obtain a Boon without a Name. 
| & R ME LE. 
Can that avail me? _ 
JUN ©. 
Unknowing your Intent, 
And eager for poſſeſſing, _... 


He unawwares will grant 


The nameleſs Bleſſing, "a0 


3 

1 
4 
ö 
6 
j 


* n 
. ary ** 
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But bind him by the Stygian Lake, 
Left Lover-like his Word he break. 


SEMEL B. 
But how ſhall J attain 
To Immortality? 
e UNO. 
Conjure him by his Oath 
Not to approach your Bed 
In Likeneſs of a Mortal, 
But like himſelf, the mighty Thunderer, 
In Pomp of Majeſty, 
And heav'nly Attire ; 
As when he proud Saturnia charms, 
And with ineffable Delights 
Fills her incircling Arms, 
And pays the Nuptial Rites. 
By this Conjunction | 
With entire Divinity 
You ſhall partake of heav*nly Filence, | 
And thenceforth leave this mortal State 
To reign above, 
Ador'd by Fowe, - 3 
In ſpite of jealous Funo's Hate. 
SEMELE, 
Thus let my Thanks be paid, 
Thus let my Arms embrace thee; 
And when Jm a Goddeſs made, 
With Charms like mine I'll grace thee. 


JUNO. . 


Rich Odours fill the fragrant Air, 
And Fove's A pproach declare, 


I muſt retire—— | 
SEMELE. 


Adieu Four Counſel I'll purſue. 


JUNO 


Jo 


S E M E L E. 
FUNO [Apart] 


And ſure Deſtruction will inſue. 


Vain wretched Fool-— [Jo her] Adieu. 


SCENE Iv. 


191 


Exit. 


Jup1TER enters, offers to embrace 8 E EIL E; be looks 


kindly on him, but retires a little from . 


JUPITER. 
682 ME to my Arms, my lovely Fair, 
Sooth my uneaſy Care: 
In my Dream late I woo'd thee, 
And in vain I purſu'd thee, 
For you fled from my Pray'r, 
And bid me deſpair. 
Come to my Arms, my lovely Fair. 
S EME LE. 
Do tis eaſy to pl aſe ye, 
And hard to deny; * 
Tho Poſſefſing's a Bleſſing 
For which I could die, 
1 dare not, 1 cannot comply. 
JUPITER. 
When ] languiſh with Anguiſh, 
And tenderly fri B, 
Can you leave me, deceive me, 
And. ſcornfully fly? 
Ah ftar not; you muſt not deny. 
SEMELE, JUPITER 
I dare not, I cannot comply. 


Ah fear not; you muſt not deny. 


JUPH 


——— ? , * 
* 


* 
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ITE Taba 


3 


O Senele, . he 
Why art thou thus infenlible ?” * NY 


Were I a Mortal, 


Thy barbarous diſdaining,,.. n 


Would ſurely end men. = 


And Death at my Complataing 
In Pity would, befriend me. 
| SEM EL E. 
T ever am granting . 
Yau akways' complain ; * 
I always am wanting, 


Det never obtain. 
79 „ 


Speak, ſpeak your Deſire, 


I'm all over Fire. 
Say what you require, 
I'll grant it now let us retire. 
SEMELE, - 
Swear by the Szygian Lake. 
FUPITER. 
By that tremendous Flood I ſwear, - 
Ye Stygiag Waters hear, 
And thou Olympus ſhake, 
In witneſs to the Oath I take. | 
[ Thander at a Diftance, and underneath, 
SEMELE. 
You'll grant what I require? 
7017 E R. 


Pl! grant what you require. 
SE ME LE. 


Then caſt of this human Shape which you wear, | 
And Jove fince you art, like Jove tos appear; 


I ges 


** 
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Men next you dfre 1 ould charm ye. | 
A when Juno you beſos,  - 
So you me muſt careſs, 
Aud with all your Omnipotence arm ye. 
IJUVFILITER 
4h tale heed what you preſs, 
For beyond all Redreſs, 
Should I grant what you wiſh, I ſhall * ye. 
; - SE MEL E. 
PII be pleas d with no befs, 
Than my Wiſh in Exceſs: 
Let the Oath you hade taken alarm ye: 
Haſte, haſte, and prepare, 
For Hl know what you are; 


So with all your Omnipotence arm ye. 


e 


S 
E E v. 


* 


She auithdraau, ] v PITE R remains penſive and dejected. 


JUPITER. 


H whither is ſhe gone! unhappy Fair! 
Why did ſhe wiſn : Why did I raſhly ſwear? 
: "Tis paſt, tis paſt Recall, | 
She muſt a Victim fall. | 
Anon, when I appear 
The mighty Thunderer, 
Arm'd with inevitable Fire, 
She needs muſt inftantly expire, 
Dis paſt, tis paſt Recall, 
She muſt a Victim n 
Vor. III. My 


A 


* 
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My ſofteſt Lightning yet I'll try, 
And mildeſt melting Bolt apply: 
In vain for ſhe was fram'd to prove 


None but the lambent Flames of Love. 
'Tis paſt, tis paſt Recall, 
She muſt a Victim fall. 


Juno appears in her Charie aſcending. 


TUM 
J Bowe Meaſure 
I. be Pleaſure 
Which my Revenge ſupplies.” 
Lowe's a Bubble 
Gain'd with Trouble, 
And in poſſiſjing dies. 
With what Foy ſhall ] mount to my Heaw'n again, 
At once from my Rival and Fealouſy freed ! 

De Seweets of Revenge make it worth avhile to reign, 


And Heawv'n will — be Heav'n indeed. 
4 . rent aſcends, 


8 


a AI segNE 
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The SCENE opening diſcovers SE ME LE lying under a Ca- 
nopy, leaning penſively. While a mournful Symphony is play- 
ing ſhe looks up and ſees I up IRR deſcending in a black 
Claud; the Motion of the Cloud is flow. Flaſhes of Lightn= 
ing iſſue from either Side, and Thunder is heard grumb- 
ling in the Air, 1 

S EME LE. 
| A H me! too late I-now repent - 
- My Pride and impious Vanity. 

He comes! far off his Lightnings ſcorch me 

— I feel my Life conſuming: _ | 

I burn, I burn Il faint——for Pity I implore 


O help, O help I can no more. [Dies. 


SCENE VIII. 
Enter CAD MU s, ATHAMAS and Ix o. 


LN O. 
F my ill-boding Dream 
Behold the dire Event. e 
1 I'2 CAD- 
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CAD MUS, ATHAMAS. 
O Terror and „ 
IN O. 
How J was hence re OE | 
Or hither how return'd, I know not: 
So long a Trance withheld me. : 
But Hermes in a Viſion told me 
(As I have now related) 
The Fate of Semele ; 
And added, as from me he fled, 
That Jove ordain'd I Athamas ſhould wed. 
CADMUS. 
Be Jon? in every thing obey'd. 
[Joint their Handi. 
AT HAM AL. 

Unworthy of your Charms, myſelf I yield; 
Be Fove's Commands and yours fulfild, 
8 CADM UVS. 

See from above the bellying Clouds deſcend, 
And big with ſome new Wonder this Way tend. 


eee eee e 


SCENE IX. 


A bright Cloud defeends and reſts on Mount Citheron, which 
opening, diſcovers A PO L o. ſeated init as the God of 
Prophecy. | | 

A pOL LO. 
* comes to relieve your Care, 
And future Happineſs declare. 
From tyrannous Love all your Sorrows proceed, 


From Hyraunous Love you ſhall quickly be freed, 


From 


1 TY 
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From Semele's Abbes a Phoenix ſhall riſe, 
The Foy of this Earth, and Delight of the Skies : 
4 God he ſhall prove 
More mighty than Love, 
And a Sovereign Fuice ſhall invent, 
Which Antidote pure 
De fick Lower ſhall cure, 
And Sighing and Sorrow for ever prevent. 


Then Mortals be merry, and ſcorn the blind Boy; 
Your Hearts from his Arrows ſtrong Wane ſhall defend: 
Each Day and each Night you ſhall revel in Foy, 
For when Bacchus is born, Lowe's Reign's at an End, 
Then Mortals be merry, &c. 
Dance of Satyrs, 


[Zæeunt omnes. 
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Printed in the Year 1753. 


To the Right Honourable 


Lord HALLEA NM &c. 
0 O You, my Lord, my Muſe her Tri- 
= bute pays i 
Of various Verſe, in various rude 
N Eſſays; | 5 
ſhe firſt addreſs'd her early Voice, 
By Inclination led, and fix'd by Choice; 
To you, on whoſe Indulgence ſhe depends, 
Her few collected Lays ſhe now commend ” 
% b e be tl 


E PI ST L E. 


By no one l bound, her Numbers range, 
And unreſolv'd in Choice, delight in Change; „„ 
Her Songs to no diſtinguiſh'd Fame aſpire, | 
For, now, ſhe tries the Need, anon, attempts the 

Lyre; 3 | 
In high Parnaſſus he no Birthright claims, 
Nor drinks deep Draughts of Heliconian Streams; 
Yet near the ſacred Mount ſhe loves to rove, 
Viſits the Springs, and hovers round the hows” | : 
She knows what Dangers wait too bold a Flight, 
And fears to fall from an Icarian Height: 
Yet, ſhe admires the Wing that fafely ſoars, 
At Diſtance follows, and its Track adores, 
She knows what Room, what Force, the Swan re- 
quires, | 
Whoſe tow'ring Head above the Clouds aſpires, 
And knows as well, it is Your Loweſt Praife, 
Such Heights to reach with equal Strength and Eaſe, 


* 


O had Vour Genius been to Leiſure born, 
And not more bound to aid us, than adorn? 
Albion in Verſe with ancient Greece had vy'd, 
And gain'd alone a Fame, which, . ſeven States 
divide. 
But ſuch, ev'n ſuch Renown, too hen had colt, 
Had we the Patriot in the Poet loſt. 
A true Poetic State we had deplor'd, 2 
Had not Your Miniſtry our Coin reftor'd, | 


But fill, my Lord, tho” Your Exalted Nune : 
Tho! 


Stands foremoſt in the faireſt Liſt of Fame, 


EPISTLE. 
Tho? Your Ambition ends in Public Good, 
(A Virtue lineal to Your Houſe and Blood: 
Yet think not meanly of Your other Praiſe, 
Nor flight the Trophies which the Muſes raiſe. 
How oft, a Patriot's beſt laid Schemes we find 
By Party croſs'd, or Faction undermin'd! 
If he ſucceed he undergoes this Lot, 
The Good receiv'd, the Giver is forgot. 
But Honours which from Verſe their Source derive, / 
Shall both ſurmount Detraction, and ſurvive: 
And Poets have unqueſtion'd Right to claim, 
If not the Greateſt, the moſt Laſting Name. 


# 


W. Cox REE. 
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Mournin g Muſe of Alexis. 
j | 
PASTORAL. 


Con R N MARY. 


"fon Regina jubes renovare dolorem. Virg. 


- 4 1 — 


1ͤ 


© ALEXES," ME VLC. 


MENAIL CAS. 
Ehold, Alexis, ſee this Gloomy Shade, 
Which ſeems alone for Sorrow's Shelter made 
Where, no glad Beams of Light can ever play, 


But N light ſucceeding Night excludes the Day; 
Where, 
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Where, never Birds with Harmony repair, 
And lightſome Notes, to cheer the Dusky Air, 
To welcome Day, or bid the Sun farewel, 

By Morning Lark, or Evening Philomel. 

No Violet here, nor Daiſy e'er was ſeen, _ 
No ſweetly budding Flower, nor {pringing Green, 
For fragrant Myrtle, and the bluſhing Roſe, 
Here, baleful Yew with deadly Cypreſs grows. 
Here then, extended on this wither'd Moſs, 

We'll lie, and thou ſhalt ſing of Albion's Loſs ; 
Of Albion's Loſs, and of Paſfora's Death, 


Begin thy mournful Song, and raiſe thy tuneful Breath, 5 


e 

Ah Woe too great! Ah Theme, which far exceeds 
The lowly Lays of humble Shepherds Reeds! 

O could I fing in Verſe of equal Strain, 
With the Sicilian Bard, or Mantuan Swain; 
Or melting Words, and moving Numbers chuſe, 
Sweet as the Britiſh Colin's mourning Muſe; 
Could I like him, in tuneful Grief excel, 
And mourn like Sella for her Afirafel; 
Then might J raiſe my Voice, (ſecure of Skill,) 

And with melodious Woe the Valleys fill; 
The liſt' ning Echo on my Song ſhould wait, 
And hollow Rocks Paftora's Name Fepeat 5 
Each whiſtling Wind, and murm'ring Stream ſhould tell 
How Lov'd ſhe liv'd, and how Lamented fell. 
MENALCAS. | 

Wert thou with ev'ry Bay and Laurel crown'd, 
And high as Pan himſelf in Song renown'd, 
Yet would not all thy Art avail, to ſhow 
Verſe worthy of her Name, or of our Woe: 
But ſuch true Paſſion in thy Face appears, 
In thy pale Lips, thick Sighs, and guſhing Tears, 
Such tender Sorrow in thy Heart I read, LY 
As ſhall ſupply all Skil!, if not exceed, 


'They 
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Then leave this common Form of dumb Diſtreſs, 
Each vulgar Grief can Sighs and Tears expreſs ; | 


In ſweet complaining Notes thy Paſſion vent, 
And not in Sighs, but Words explaining Sighs, ines 
AL$:X IS. 
Wild be my Words, Menaltas, wild my Thought, | 
Artleſs as Nature's Notes, in Birds untaught ; 
Boundleſs my Verſe, and roving be my Strains, 
Various as Flow'rs on unfrequented Plains. 
And thou Thalia, Darling of my Breaſt, 
By whom inſpir'd, I ſang at Comus Feaſt ; 
While in a Ring, the Jolly Rural Throng 


Have ſat and ſmil'd to hear my chearful Song : 


Begone, with all thy Mirth and ſprightly Lays, | 
My Pipe, no longer now thy Pow'r obeys ; 


Learn to lament, my Muſe, to weep, and mourn, 


Thy ſpringing Laurels, all to Cypreſs turn; 

Wound with thy diſmal Cries the tender Air, 

And beat thy ſnowy Breaſt, and rend thy yellow Hair ; 
Far hence, in utmoſt Wilds, thy Dwelling chaſe; | 
Begone alia, Sorrow is my Muſe. | 

I mourn PASTORA dead, let ALBION b 

And Sable Clouds her Chalky Cliffs adorn, 

No more, theſe Woods ſhall with her Sight be bleſs'd, 
Nor with her Feet, theſe Flow'ry Plains be preſs'd; 
No more, the Winds ſhall with her Treſſes play, 

And from her balmy Breath ſteal Sweets away ; 

No more, theſe Rivers chearfully ſhall paſs, 

Pleas'd to reflect the Beauties of her Face; 

While on their Banks the wondring Flocks have flood, . 
Greedy of Sight, and Negligent of Food. 

No more, the Nymphs ſhall with ſoft Tales delight 
Her Ears, no more with Dances pleaſe her Sight ; 
Nor ever more ſhall Swain make Song of Mirth, 
To bleſs the FI Day, & that gave her Birth; dl 
Loſt 
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Loſt is that Day, which had from her its Light, 

For ever loſt with her, in endleſs Night: - 
In endleſs Night, and Arms of Death the lies, 
Death in Eternal Shades has ſhut Paftora's Eyes. 

| Lament ye Nymphs, and mourn ye wretched Swains, 

Stray all ye Flocks, and deſert be ye Plains, 
Sigh all ye Winds, and weep ye Cryſtal Floods, 
Fade all ye Flowers, and wither all ye Woods. 

1 mourn PASTOR A dead, let ALBION mourn, 

And Sable Clouds her Chalky Cliffs adorn. 

Within a diſmal Grot which Damps ſarround, 

All cold ſhe lies upon th* unwholſom Ground; 
The Marble weeps, and with a filent Pace, 

Its trickling Tears diſtil upon her Face. | 
Falſly ye weep, ye Rocks, and falſly mourn! 
For never will you let the Nymph return ! 
With a feign'd Grief the faithleſs Tomb relents, 
And like the Crocodile its Prey laments. 

O ſhe was heav'nly fair, in Face and Mind! 
Never in Nature were ſuch Beauties join d. 
Without all ſhining ; and within, all white; 

Pure to the Senſe, and pleaſing to the Sight; 

Like ſome rare Flow'r, whoſe Leaves all Colours yield, 

And opening, is with ſweeteſt Odours fill'd. 

As lofty Pines o'er-top the lowly Reed, A 

So did her graceful Height all Nymphs exceed, A 

To which excelling Height, ſhe bore a Mind E 
0 
A 


. 


Humble, as Oſiers bending to the Wind. 
Thus excellent ſhe was 55 
Ah wretched Fate! She was, but is no more. | T 


Help me, ye Hills and Valleys, to deplore. A 
TJ mourn Pas TORA dead, lei ALBION mourn, 
And Sable Clouds her Chalky Cliffs adorn. vr 
From that bleſt Earth, on which her Body New, 'T} 


"bp blooming F low rs' with fragrant Sweets arile: Ar 
Let 


Let 
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Let Myrrha weeping Aromatic Gum, 
And ever-living Laurel, ſhade her Tomb. 
Thither, let all th* induſtrious Bees repair, 
Unlade their Thighs, and leave their Honey there : 
Thither, let Fairies with their Train reſort, | 
Neglect their Revels, and their Midnight Sport, 
There in unuſual Wailings waſte the Night, 
And watch her, by the fiery Glow-worms Light. 
There, may no diſmal Yew, nor Cypreſs grow, 
Nor Holly Buſh, nor bitter Elder's Bough ; 
Let each unlucky Bird far build his Neſt, 
And diſtant Dens receive each howling Beaft ; 
Let Wolves be gone, be Ravens put to flight, 
With hooting Owls, and Bats that hate the Light. 
But let the ſighing Doves their Sorrows bring, 
And Nightingales in ſweet Complainings ſing ; 
Let Swans from their forſaken Rivers fly, | 
And fick*ning at her Tomb, make haſte to die, 
That they may help to ſing her Elegy. | . 
Let Echo too, in Mimic Moan deplore, 
And cry with me, Paffora is no more! 
I mourn PASTORA dead, let ALBION mourn, 
And Sable Chuds her Chalty Cliffs adorn, 
And ſee, the Heav'ns to weep in Dew prepare, 
And heavy Miſts obſcure the burden'd Air: 
A ſudden Damp o'er all the Plain is ſpread, 
Each Lily folds its Leaves, and hangs its Head. 
On ev'ry Tree the Bloſſoms turn to Tears, 
And ev'ry Bough a weeping Moiſture bears. 
Their Wings the Feather'd Airy People droop, 
And Flocks beneath their dewy Fleeces ſtoop. 
The Rocks are cleft, and new deſcending Rills 
Furrow the Brows of all th* impending Hills. 
The Water-Gods to Floods their Riv'lets turn, 
And each, with ſtreaming Eyes, ſupplies his wanting Urn, 
| | | The 
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The Faauns forſake the Woods, the Nymphs the Grove, 
And round the Plain in ſad Diſtractions rove ; 

In prickly Brakes their tender Limbs they tear, 
And leave on Thorns their Locks of Golden Hair. 

With their ſharp Nails, themſelves the Satyrs wound, 
And tug their ſhaggyBeards,andbite withGrief the Ground. 
Lo Pan himſelf, beneath a blaſted Oak 5 
Dejected lies, his Pipe i in Pieces broke. 

See Pales weeping too, in wild deſpair, 
And to the piercing Winds her Boſom bare. 

And ſee yond fading Myrtle, where appears 
The Queen of Love, all bath'd in flowing Tears, 

See, how ſhe wrings her Hands, and beats her Breaſt, 
And tears her uſeleſs Girale from her Waſte : 

Hear the ſad Murmurs of her ſighing Doves, 

For Grief they ſigh, forgetful of their Loves. 

Lo, Lowe himſelf, with heavy Woes oppreſt! 
See, how his Sorrows ſwell his tender Breaſt 3 
His Bow he breaks, and wide his Arrows flings, | 
And folds his little Arms, and hangs his drooping Wings; ; 
Then, lays his Limbs upon the dying Graſs, | 
And all with Tears bedews his Beauteous Face, 
With Tears, which from his folded Lids. ariſe, 

And even Love himfelf has weeping Eyes. 
All Nature mourns; the Floods and Rocks deplore, 
And cry with me Paftora is no more ! 

J mourn PASTOR A dead, let ALBION mourn, 

And Sable Clouds her Chalky Cl. ffs adorn. 

The Rocks can melt, and Air in Miſts can mourn, 
And Floods can weep, and Winds to Sighs can turn; 
The Birds, in Songs, their Sorrows can diſcloſe, 

And Nymphs and Swains, in Words, can tell their Woes, 
But oh! behold that deep and wild Deſpair, 
Which neither Winds can ſhow, nor Floods, nor Air, 
See the Great Shepherd, Chief of all the Swains, 
Lord of theſe Woods, and wide-extended Plains, 


Stretch'd 


And fixing there, a glorious Star remains: 


* 
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Stretch'd on the Ground, and cloſe to Earth his Face, 
Scalding with Tears th' already faded Graſs; 
To the cold Clay he joins his throbbing Breaſt, 
No more within Paſtora's Arms to reſt! | 
No more! For thoſe once ſoft and circling Arms 
Themſelves are Clay, and cold are all her Charms, 
Cold are thoſe Lips, which he no more muſt kiſs, 
And cold that Boſom, once all downy Bliſs ; 
On whoſe ſoft Pillows, lull'd in ſweet Delights, 
He us'd, in Balmy Sleep, to loſe the Nights. 
Ah! where is all that Love and Fondneſs fled ? 
Ah ! where is all that tender Sweetneſs laid ? 
To Duſt muſt all that Heav'n of Beauty come 
And muſt Paſtora moulder in the Tomb! 
Ah Death ! more fierce, and unrelenting far, 
Than wildeſt Wolves, or ſavage Tigers are; 
With Lambs and Sheep their Hungers are appeas'd, 
But rav'nous Death the Shepherdeſs has ſeiz d. 
1 mourn PAS T O RA dead, let ALBION mourn, 
And Sable Clouds her Chalky Cliffs adorn, 
«© But ſee, Menalcas, where a ſudden Light, 
* With Wonder ftops my Song, and ſtrikes my Sight: 
* And where Paſfora lies, it ſpreads around, | 
* Shewing all Radiant bright the Sacred Ground. 
While from her Tomb, behold a Flame aſcends 
„Of whiteit Fire, whoſe Flight to Heav'n extends! 
On flaky Wings it mounts, and quick as Sight 
© Cuts thro! the yielding Air, with Rays of Light; z 
Till the blue Firmament at laſt it gains, | 
Faireſt it ſhines of all that light the Skies, , 
As once on Earth were ſeen PASTOR A's Eyes, 


T's 
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To the KI NG, 

On che taking of NVA M U RE. 
IRREGULAR ODE, 


Preſenti tibi Maturos largimur Honores + 
Nil oriturum alias, nil ortum tale fatentes. 
Hor. ad Auguſtum; 


I. 
O F Arms and War my Muſe aſpires to Sing, 
And ſtrike the Lyre upon an untry'd String; 
New Fire informs my Soul, unfelt before; 
And, on new Wings, to Heights unknown J ſoar, 
O Pow'r unſeen! by whoſe Reſiſtleſs Force 
Compell'd, I take this Flight, direct my Courſe ; 
For Fancy, wild and pathleſs Ways will chooſe, 
Which Judgment, rarely, or with Pain, purſues: 
Say, Sacred Nymph, whence this great Change proceeds; 
Why ſcorns the lowly Swain his Oaten Reeds, 
- Darivg aloud to ſtrike the Sounding Lyre, 
And ſing Heroic Deeds; 
Neglecting Flames of Love, for Martial Fire? 
fas II. 5 

William, alone, my Feeble Voice can raiſe; 

What Voice ſo weak, that cannot ſing his Praiſe ! 

The liſt'ning World each Whiſper will befriend 

That breathes his Name, and ev'ry Ear attend. 
The hov'ring Winds on downy Wings ſhall wait around, 
And catch, and waft to Foreign Lands, the flying Sound. 
 __Ev*'n I will in his Praiſe be heard; 


For by His Name my Verſe ſhall be preferr'd. 


Bom 


nd, 
nd. 
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Born like a Lark upon this Eagle's Wing, 
High as the Spheres, I will his Triumph fing ; 


Hig h as the Head of Fame; Fame whoſe exalted Size, 


From the deep Vale extends, up to the vaulted Skies 
A thouſand talking Tongues the Monſter bears, 
A thouſand waking Eyes, and ever-open Ears ; 
Hourly ſhe ſtalks, with Huge Gigantic Pace, 
Meas'ring the Globe, like Time, with conſtant Race: 
Yet ſhall ſhe ſtay, and bend to William's Praiſe : 
Of Him, her thouſand Ears ſhall hear triumphant Lays, 
Of him her Tongues ſhall talk, on Him her Eyes ſhall gaze: 
* 3 32, Wis. * 
But lo, a Change aſtoniſhing my Eyes! | 
And all around, behold new Objects riſe ! 
What Forms are theſe I ſee? and whence ? 
Beings ſubſtantial ? or does Air condenſe, 
To clothe in viſionary Shape my various Thought ? 
Are theſe by Fancy wrought! 
Can ftrong Ideas ftrike ſo deep the Senſe ! 
O ſacred Poeſy ! O boundleſs Power l 


What Wonders doſt thou trace, what hidden Worlds explore. 


Thro' Seas, Earth, Air, and the wide circling Sky, 
What is not ſought and ſeen, by thy all · piercing Eye! 
IV. 


"Twas now, when flow'ry Lawns the Proſpect made, 

And flowing Brooks beneath a Foreſt's ſhade; 

A Lowing Heifer, Lovelieſt of the Herd, 

Stood feeding by; while two fierce Bulls prepar'd 
Their Armed Heads for Fight; by Fate of War, to prove 

The Victor worthy of the Fair One's Love. 

Unthought Preſage, of what met next my View! 

For ſoon the ſhady Scene withdrew. 


— 
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Flow rs; 


Behold a Town ariſe, Bulwarke'd with Walls, and lofty 


| Tow'rs! 
Two Rival Armies all the Plain o ess. 

Each in Battalia rang'd, and ſhining Arms array'd : 
With eager Eyes, beholding both from far, 
Namure, the Prize and Miſtreſs of the War. 

0 V. 

Now, Thirſt of Conqueſt, and Immortal Fame, 

Does ev'ry Chief and Soldier's Heart inflame. 

Defenſive Arms, the Gallic Forces bear ; 

While Hardy Britons for the Storm prepare: 

For Fortune had, with partial Hand, before 
Reſign'd the Rule to Gallia's Pow'r. 

High on a Rock the mighty Fortreſs ſtands, 

Founded by Fate; and wrought by Nature's Hands. 

A wondrous Task it is th' Aſcent to gain, 

Thro' craggy Clif, that ſtrike the Sight with Pain, 

And nod impending Terrors o'er' the Plain. 

To this, what Dangers Men can add, by Force or Skill, 
(And great is Human Force and Wit in III) 

Are join d; on ev'ry fide, wide gaping Engines wait, 
Teeming with Fire, and big with certain Fate ; 

Ready to hurl Deſtruction from above, 

In dreadfal Roar, mocking the Wrath of Jove. 

Thus fearful, does the Face of adverſe Pow'r appear; 
But Briti/þ Forces are unus'd to fear: 

Tho' thus 5 d, they might, if William were not there. 

VI. 


But hark, the Voice of War! Behold the Storm begin! 
The Trumpets Clangor ſpeaks in loud Alarms, 
Mingling ſhrill Notes with dreadful Din 
Of Cannons burſt, and rattling claſh of Arms. 


Cla 


And now, for Woods, and Fields, and ſpringing 
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Clamours from Earth to Heav'n, from Heay' n to Earth 
rebound, | 
Diſtinction, in promiſcuous Noiſe is drown' d, 
And Echo loſt in one continu'd Sound. 
Torrents of Fire from Brazen Mouths are ſent, 
Follow'd by Peals, as if each Pole were rent; 
Such Flames the Gulphs of Tartarus diſgorge, 
So vaulted Ana roars from Vulcan's Forge; 
Such were the Peals from thence, ſuch the vaſt Blaze that 
\ broke... 
Redning with horrid Gloom, the Jacky Smoke, 
When the huge Cycleps did with molding Thunder lweat, 


And Maſſive Bolts on repercuſſive Anvils beat. 


VII. 
Amidft this Rage, behold, where William ſtands, 
Undaunted, Undiſmay'd 1 
With Face ſerene, diſpenſing dread Commands: 
Which heard with Awe, are with Delight obey'd, 
A thouſand fiery Deaths around him fly; 
And burning Balls hiſs harmleſs by : 
For ev'ry Fire his ſacred Head muſt ſpare, 
Nor dares the Lightning touch the Laurels there, 
VIII. 
Now many a wounded Briton feels the Rage 
Of Miſſive Fires that feſter in each Limb, 
Which dire Revenge alone has Pow'r Vaſſwage; 
Revenge makes Danger dreadleſs ſeem. 
And now, with deſp'rate Force, and freſh Attack, 
Thro' obvious Deaths, reſiſtleſs Way they make; 
Raiſing high Piles of Earth, and heap on heap they lay, 
And then aſcend ; reſembling thus (as far 
As Race of Men inferior, may) 
The fam'd Gigantic War. 
When thoſe tall Sons of Earth, did Heav'n aſpire ; ; 
(A Brave, but impious Fire!) 
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Uprooting Hills, with moſt ſtupendous Hale, 
To form the High and Dreadful Scale. 
The Gods, with Horror and Amaze look down, 
Beholding Rocks from their firm Baſis rent ; 
Mountain on Mountain thrown, 
With threatning hurl, that ſhook th' Ethereal Firmament! 
Th' Attempt did Fear in Heav'n create | 
Ev'n Fove deſponding fat, | 
*Till Mars with all his Force collected, ſtood, 
And pour'd whole Var on the rebellious Brood; 
Who tumbling Headlong from th* Empyreal Skies, 
O'erwhelm'd thoſe Hills, by which they thought to riſe; 
Mars, on the Gods did then his Aid beſtow, 
And now in Godlike William ſtorms, with equal Force 
IX, [ below. 
Still they proceed, with firm unſhaken Pace, 
And hardy Breaſts oppos'd to Danger's Face. 
With daring Feet, on ſpringing Mines they tread 
Of ſecret Sulphur, in dire Ambuſh laid. 
Still they proceed; tho' all beneath, the lab'ring Earth 
Trembles to give the dread Irruptions Birth. 
Thro' this, thro more, thro? all they go, 
Mounting at laſt amidſt the vanquiſh'd Foe. 
See, how they climb, and ſcale the ſleepy Walls! 
See, how the Britons riſe; ſee the retiring Gauls / 
Now from the Fort, behold the yielding Flag is ſpread, 
And William's Banner on the Breach diſplay'd. 
: X © 


Hark, the triumphant Shouts, from every Voice ! 
The Skies with Acclamations ring ! 

Hark, how around, the Hills rejoice, 

And Rocks reflected 7's ſing ! 

Hautboys and Fifes and Trumpets join'd, 
Heroic Harmony prepare, 

And charm to Silence every Wind, 

And glad the late Tormented Air, Fai 


Fai 


Poems upon ſeveral Occaſions. 217 


Far, is the ſound of Martial Muſic c ſpread, 
Echoing thro! all the Ga/lic Hoſt. 
Whoſe numerous Troops the dreadful Storm ſurvey'd : 
But they with Wonder, or with Awe diſmay'd, 
Dnmov'd beheld the Fortreſs loſt. 
William, their num'rous Troops with Terror fill'd, 
Such wondrous Charms can Godlike Valour ſhow ! 
Nor the wing'd Perſeus, with Petrific Shield 
Of Corgon's Head, to more Amazement charm'd his Foe. 
Nor, when on ſoaring Horſe he flew, to aid 
And ſave from Monſter's Rage, the Beauteous es 
Or more Heroic was the Deed ; | a 
Or ſhe to ſurer Chains decreed, 
Than was Namure; till now by William freed, 
RS © 
Deſcend, my Muſe, from thy too dating height, 
Deſcend to Farth, and eaſe thy wide-ſtretch'd Wing ; 
For weary art thou grown, of this unwonted Flight, 
And doſt with Pain of Triumphs ſing. 
More fit for thee, reſume thy rural Reeds; 
For War let more Harmonious Harps be ſtrung : 
Sing thou of Love, and leave Great William's Deeds 
To Him who ſung the Boyne ; or Him to whom he Sung 


The BIRTH of the MUSE 
"" "NM the Right Honourable | 
CHARLES Lord HALIFAX. 


Dignum laude virum Muſa vetat mori . Horat. 


Draa, Celeſtial My/e! thy Son inſpire 
Of thee to * infuſe thy Holy Fire. | 
Vol, III. s K : Be- 
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Belov d of Gods and Men, thyſelf diſcloſe ; 


Say, from what Source thy Heavy” nly Pow'r aroſe, 
Which from unnamb'red Years deliv'ring down 


The Deeds of Heroes deathleſs in Renown, 
Extends their Life and Fame to Ages yet unknown. 

Time and the Mu/e ſet forth with equal Pace; 

At once the Rivals ſtarted to the Race: 

And both at once the deſtin'd Courſe ſhall end, 
Or both to all Eternity contend. 

One to preſerve what t'other cannot ſave, 

And reſcue Virtue riſing from the Grave. 

To thee, O Montague, theſe Strains are ſung, 
For thee my Voice is tun'd, and ſpeaking Lyre is ſtrung; 
For ev'ry Grace of ev'ry Maje is thine, | 
In thee their various Fires united ſhine, 

Darling of Ph2bzs and the tuneful Nine! : 

To thee alone I dare my Song commend, | 

Whoſe Nature can forgive, and Pow'r defend, 8 
And ſhew by Turns the Patron and the Friend. 

Begin, my Muſe, from Jowve derive thy Song, 

Thy Song of right does firſt to Fove belong: 

For thou thy ſelf art of Celeſtial Seed, 

Nor dare a Sire inferior boaſt the Breed. 

When firſt the Frame of this vaſt Ball was made, 
And Fove with Joy the finiſh'd Work ſurvey'd ; 
Viciflitude of Things, of Men and States, 
Their Riſe and Fall were deſtin'd by the Fates. 
Then Time had firſt a Name; by firm Decree 
Appointed Lord of all Futurity. 

Within whoſe ainple Boſom Fates repoſe | 

Cauſes of Things, and ſecret Seeds incloſe, 
Which ripening there, ſhall one Day gain a Birth, 
And force a Paſſage thro” the teeming Earth. 

To him they give, to rule the ſpacious Light, 
And bound the yet unparted Day and Night; 


To 


To 


Where Nature's Bloom preſents the Golden Age. 
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To wing the Hours that whirl the rolling Sphere, 
To ſhift the Seaſons, and conduct the Year, 
Duration of Dominion and of Pow'r 
To him preſcribe, and fix each fated Hour. 
This mighty Rule, to 7T5me the Fates ordain, 
But yet to bard Conditions bind his Reign, 
For ev:ry beauteous Birth he brings to Light, 
(How good ſoe'er and grateful in his ſight,) 
He maſt again to Native Earth reſtore, 
And all his Race with Iron Teeth devour. 
Nor good, nor Great ſhall ſcape his hungry ana 
But bleeding Nature prove the rigid Law. 

Not yet, the looſen'd Earth aloft was ſlung, | 
Or pois d amid the Skies in Balance hung; 
Nor yet, did Golden Fires the Sun adorn, 

Or borrow'd Luſtre ſilver Cynthia's Horn; 
Nor yet, had Time Commiſſion to begin, 

Or Fate the many-twiſted Web to ſpin ; 
When all the Heav'nly Hoſt aſſembled came, 
To view the World yet reſting on its Frame; 
Eager they preſs, to ſee the 5 diſmiſs 
And roll the Globe along the vaſt Abyſs. 

When deep revolving Thoughts the God retais, 
Which for a Space ſuſpend the promis'd Scene. 
Once more his Eyes on. Time intentive look, 
Again, inſpe& Fate's univerſal Book. 

Abroad the wondrous Volume he diſ plays, 
And preſent. views the Deeds of future Days. 

A beauteous/Scene adorns the foremoſt Page, 


The Golden Leaf to Silver ſoon reſigns, 
And fair the Sheet, but yet more faintly ſhines. 
Of baſer Braſs, the next denotes the Times, 
An impious Page deform'd with deadly Crimes. 
The Fourth yet wears a worſe and browner Face, 
And adds to Gloomy * an Iron Race. 
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He turns the Book, and ev'ry Age reviews, 
Then all the Kingly Line his Eye purſues 
The Firſt of Men, and Lords of Earth deſign d. | 
Who under him ſhould govern Human-kind. 

Of future Heroes, there, the Lives he reads, 17110 

In ſearch of Glory ſpent; and Godlike Deeds; 

Who Empires found, and goodly Cities build, 
And ſavage Men compel. to leave the Field. 

All this he ſaw, and all he ſaw hve?" 
When Lo! but thence a Narrow Space remov * 
And hungry Time has all the Scene defac'd, 

The Kings deſtroy'd, and laid the Kingdoms waſte; * 
Together all in Common Ruits lie, .; | 
And but anon and ev'n the Ruins die. 
Th' Almighty, inly touch'd, Compaſſion found, 
To ſee Great Actions in Oblivion drown'd ; 
And forward'ſearch'd the Roll, to find if Fate 
Had no Reſerve to ſpare the Good and Great. 
Bright in his View the 77 rejan Heroes ſhine, 
And Ilian Structures rais d by Hands Divine ; | 
But Iium ſoon in Native Duſt is laid. 
And all her boaſted Pile 2 Ruin made: 
Nor Great neas can her Fall withſtand, 
But flies, to ſave his Gods, to foreign Land. 
The Roman Race ſucceed the Dardan State, 
And firſt, and ſecond Cæſar, Godlike 5 8805 
Still on to after-days his Eyes deſcend, | 
And riſing Heroes ſtill the Search attend. 
Proceeding thus, he many Empires paſs'd; 
When fair Britannia fix'd his Sight at laſt. 
Above the Waves ſhe lifts her Silver Head, 
And looks a Venus born from Ocean's Bed. 
For rolling Years, her happy Fortunes ſmile, 
And Fates propitious bleſs the beauteous Iſſe; 
To Worlds remote, ſhe wide extends her Reign, l 
And wields the Trident of the 2 Main.” 5 
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Thus on the Baſe of Empire firm ſhe ſtands 
While bright Eliza rules the willing Landes. 
But ſoon a lowring Sky comes on apace, vi. 
And Fate revers'd ſhews an ill omen'd Face, ' 0 yh 


The Void of Heav'n a gloomy Horror fills, / 

And cloudy Veils involve her ſhining Hills; 

Of Greatneſs paſs'd no Footſteps ſhe retains, - 

Sunk in a. Series of Inglorious Reigns. 

She feels the Change, and deep regrets the Shame, 
Of Honours loſt, and her diminiſh'd Name: 
Conſcious, ſhe feeks' from Day to ſhrowd- her Head, | 
And glad wou'd ſhrink beneath her Oozy Bed. 

Thus far, the Sacred Leaves Britannia's Woes 
In ſhady Draughts and dusky Lines diſcloſe. 

Th' enſuing Scene revolves a Martial Age, 
And ardent Colours gild the glowing Page. 

Behold ! of radiant Light an Orb ariſe, 
Which kindling Day, reſtores the darken'd Skies: 
And fee ! on Seas the beamy Ball deſcends, 

And now its Courſe to fair Britannia bends: 
Along the foamy Main the Billows bear 
The floating Fire, and waft the ſhining Sphere, 


Hail, happy Omen! Hail, auſpicious Sight! 


Thou glorious Guide to yet a greater Light, 
For ſee a Prince, whom dazling Arms array, | 
Purſuing cloſely, plows the wat'ry Way, 
Tracing the Glory thro' the flaming: Sea. 
Britannia, riſe ; awake, O Faireſt Iſle, 
From Iron Sleep; again thy Fortunes ſmile. 
Once more look up, the Mighty Man behold, 
Whoſe Reign renews the former Age of Gold. 
The Fates at length the bliſsful Web have ſpun, 
And bid it round in endleſs Circles run. 
Again, ſhall diſtant Lands confeſs thy Sway, 
* the wat'ry World thy _ S = +5 224 
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Again, thy Martial Sons ſhall thirſt for Fame, 
And win in foreign Fields a deathleſs Name: TM 
For William's Genius ev'ry Soul inſpires, , 
And warms the frozen Vouth with warlike Fires. 
Already, ſee, the Hoſtile Troops retreat, . 
And ſeem forewarn'd of their impending Fate. 
Already routed Foes his Fury feel, | 
And fly the Force of his unerring Steel. 

The haughty Gaul, who well, till now, wih beak 
A matchleſs Sword and unreſiſted Hoſt, Re 
At his foreſeen Approach. the Field. forſakes 3 

His Cities tremble, and his Empire ſhakes. | 
His tow'ring Enſigne long had aw'd the Plain, 
And Fleets audaciouſly uſurp'd the Mainz, 
A gath'ring Storm he ſeem'd, which from afar 
Teem'd with a Deluge of deſtructive War. 

Till Villiam's ſtronger Genius ſoar'd above, 

And down the Skies the daring Tempeſt drove. 

So from the radiant Sun retires, the Night, 

And weſtern-Clouds ſhot thro' with orient PEPE 

So when th' aſſuming God, whom Storms obey, 

To all the warring Winds at once gives way, 

The frantic Brethren ravage all around, 

And Rocks, and Woods, and Shores their Rage reſound ; 
Incumbent o'er the Main, at length they ſweep 
The liquid Plains, and raiſe the peaceful Deep: 

But when ſuperior Neptune leaves his Bed. 
His Trident ſhakes, and ſhews his awful Head; 
The madding Winds are huſh's, the Tempeſts ceaſe, 
And every rolling Surge reſides in Peace. 

And now the Sacred Leaf a Landskip wears, 
Where, Heav'n ſerene, and Air unmoy'd appears. 
The Roſe and Lily. paint the verdant Plains, 

And Palm and O/ive.ſhade the Sylvan Scenes. 
The peaceful Thames beneath his Banks abides, 
And foſt, and ſtil}, the Silver Surface glides, 


— 


The 


N 


Poems upon ſev eral Occaſions, 223 


The Zephyrs fan the Fields, the whiſp'ring Breeze 

With fragrant Breath remurmurs thro” the Trees. 

The warbling Birds applauding new-born Light, 

In wanton Meaſures wing their airy Flight, 

Above the Floods the finny Race repair, 

And bound aloft, and bask in upper Air; 

They gild their ſcaly Backs in Phæœbus Beams, 

And ſcorn to skim the Level of the Streams. 

Whole Nature wears a gay and joyous-Face, 

And blooms and ripens with the Fruits of Peace. 
No more the lab'ring Hind regrets his Toil, 


But chearfully manures the grateful Soil; 


Secure the Glebe a plenteous Crop will yield, 
And golden Ceres grace the waving Field. 


Th' advent rous Man who durſt the Deep explore, 


Oppoſe the Winds, and tempt the ſhelfy Shore, 
Beneath his Roof now taſtes unbroken Reſt, 
Enough with Native Wealth and Plenty bleſt. 

No more the forward Youth purſues Alarms, 
Nor leaves the Sacred Arts for ſtubborn Arms. 
No more the Mothers from their Hopes are torn, 
Nor weeping Maids the promis'd Lover mourn. 
No more the Widows Shrieks, and Orphans Cries, 
Torment the patient Air, and pierce the Skies, 
But peaceful Joys the proſp rous Times afford, 
And baniſh'd Virtue is again reſtor'd. 


And he whoſe Arms alone ſuſtain'd the Toll, 


And propp'd the nodding Frame of Britain's Ifle ; 
By whoſe illuſtrious Deeds, her Leaders fir'd, 
Have Honours loſt retriev'd, and new acquir'd, 
With equal Sway will Virtue's Laws maintain, 
And Good, as Great, in awful Peace ſhall reign ; 
For his Example {till the Rule ſhall give, 


And thole it taught to conquer, teach to Live. 


Proceeding on, the Father ſtill unfolds 


Succeeding Leaves; aud brighter ſtill behold 
K 4 The 
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The lateſt ſeen the faireft ſeems to ſhine, | 
Yet ſudden does to one more fair reſign. 
Th'Eternal paus'd- 
Nor would Britannia's Fate beyond explore; 
Enough he ſaw beſides the coming Store. 
Enough the Hero had already done, 
And round the wide Extent of Glory run: 
Nor further now the ſhining Path purſues, 
But like the Sun the ſame bright Race renews. 
And ſhall remorſeleſs Fates on him have Pow'r ! 
Or Time unequally ſuch Worth devour ! 
Then, wherefore ſhall the Brave for Fame conteft ? 
Why is this Man diſtinguiſh'd from the Reſt ? 
Whoſe ſoaring Genius now ſublime aſpires, 
And deathleſs Fame the due. Reward requires. 
Approving Heav'n th'exalted Virtue views, 
Nor can the Claim which it approves refuſe. 
The Great Creator ſoon the Grant reſolves, 
Ard in his mighty Mind the Means revolves. 
He thought; Nor doubted once, again to chuſe, 
But ſpake the Word, and made th'immortal Mufe. 
Ne'er did his Pow'r produce ſo bright a Child, 
On whoſe Creation Infant Nature ſmil'd. 
Perfect at firſt, a finiſh'd Form ſhe wears, 
And Youth perpetual in her Face appears, 
Th'aſſembled Gods, who long expecting ſtaid, 
With new Delight gaze on the lovely Maid, 
And think the wiſt'd-for World was well delay d. 
Nor did the Sire himſelf his Joy diſguiſe, 
But ſtedfaſt view'd, and fix'd, and fed his Eyes. 
Intent a Space, at length he Silence broke, 
And thus the God the Heav'nly Fair beſpoke, 
To thee, Immortal Maid, from this bleſs'd Hour, 
 O'er Time and Fame, I give unbounded Powwr. 
Thou from Oblivion ſhalt the Hero ſave; 
Shalt raiſe, revive, immortalize the Brave. 


To 
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To thee, the Dardan Prince ſhall ove his, (Fane 1 ; 

To thee, the Cæſars their eternal Name. 
Eliza, ſung by thee, ævith Fate ſpall. 65M T's 
And long as Time, in Sacred Verſe furwvive. 1: 1: 
And yet, O Muſe, remains the nobleſt eme; 

The firft of Men „Mature for Endleſs Fame, 

Thy future Songs ſhall grace, and all thy Lays, 
Thenceforth, alone ſpall await on William's Praiſe. \ 
On his Heroic Deeds thy Verſe ſhall riſes 
Thou ſhalt diffuſe the Fires that he ſupplies. 

Thro him thy Songs ſhall more ſublime aſpire ; 

And he, thro' them, ſhall deathleſs Fame acquire: 
Nor Time, nor Pate his Glory ſhall oppoſe, 

Or blaſt the Monuments the Mule beſtows. 

This ſaid ; no more remain d. Th' Ethereal Hoſt 
Again impatient Crowd the Cryſtal Coaſt, \ 
The Father, now,- within his ſpacious Hands, 4) 
Encompaſs'd all the mingled Maſs of Seas and Lands; ; 
And having heav'd aloft the pond'rous Sphere, 
He ras the World to 2 in ambient Air. 


* 


on Mr rs. Arabella Hunt, Sin ging. 
IRREGULA R ODE, 


I. 
E T all be huſht, each ſofteſt Motion ceaſe,  - 
Be ev ry loud tumultuous Thought at Peace, 
And ev'ry ruder Gaſp of Breath 1 
Be calm, as in the Arms of Death, 
And thou moſt fickle, moſt uneaſy Part, 
Thou reſtleſs Wanderer, my Heart, 
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Pe till ; gently, ah gently, leave, 

Thou buſy, idle thing, to heave. 

Stir not a Pulſe, and let my * 

That turbulent, unruly Flood, 

Be ſoftly ſtaid : 

Let me be all, but my Attention, dead 
Go, reſt, unneceſſary Springs of Life, 

Leave your officious Toil and Strife 
For I would hear her Voice, and 3 I” 
If it be poſſible to die. N L coat 

II. 


Come all ye Love· ſick Maids and wounded Swing, 
And liſten to her Healing Strains. 
A wond'rous Balm between her Lips ſhe wears, 
Of Sov'reign Force to ſoften Cares; | 
And this through ev'ry Ear ſhe can impart, 
(By tuneful Breath diffus d) to ev ry Heure 
Swiftly the gentle Charmer flies, 
And to the tender Grief ſoft Ar applies, 
Which, warbling Myſtic Sounds, 
Cements the bleeding Panter's Wounds. 
But ah! beware of clam'rous Moan : 
5 no unpleaſing Murmur, or harſh Groan, 
Your lighted Loves declare: 
Your very tend'reft moving Sighs forbear, 
For even they will be tao boiſt rous here. 
Hither let nought but ſacred Silence come, 
And let all ſaucy 8 be dumb. 
III. 


And lo! Silence himſelf is here: 
Methinks I ſee the Midnight God _— | 
In all his downy Pomp array'd, TEST 
Behold the rev'rend Shade: 15 
An ancient Sigh he ſits upon, ont 
Whoſe Memory of Sound is long ſince gone, 
And purpoſely annihilated for his Throne: 


Beneath, 
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Beneath, two ſoft tranſparent Clouds do meet, 
In which he ſeems to fink his ſofter Feet. 
A melancholy Thought, condens'd to Air, 

Stol n from a Lover in Deſpair, 

Like a thin Mantle, ſerves to wrap | 
In Fluid Folds his Viſſonary Shape. 
A Wreath of Darkneſs round his Head he wears, 
Where curling Miſts ſupply the Want of Hairs : 
While the ſtill Vapors, which from Poppies rile, 
Bedew his hoary Faee, and Jul! his Eyes. 
IV. 


But hark! the heav'nly Sphere turns round, 
And Silence now is drown'd 
In Exftaſy of Sound. 
How on a ſudden the till Air is charm'd, 
As if all Harmony were juſt alarm'd ! 
And ev'ry Soul with Tranſport fill'd, 
Kite mate is thaw'd and chill'd. 
See how the Heav'nly Choir 
Come flocking to admire, 
And with what Speed and Care, 
Deſcending Angeli cull the thinneſt Air] 
Haſte then, come all th' Immortal Throng, 
And liſten to her Song; 
Leave your lov'd Manſions, in the Sky, 
And hither, quickly hither ly; 
Your Loſs of Heav'n, nor ſhall you need to fear, 
While ſhe Sings, 'tis Heaven here. 
V. 
See how they croud, ſee how the little Cherubs Skip? 
While others fit around her Mouth, and ſip 
Sweet Hallelujahs from her Lip. 
Thoſe Lips, where in Surpriſe of BJ/z 8 . rove; 
For ne'er before did Angels taſte 
So exquiſite a Feaſt, 
Of 3 and of Love. 


Prepare 
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Prepare then, ye Immortal Choir, 

Each ſacred Minſtrel tune his Lyre, 
And with her Voice in Chorus join, 

Her Voice, which next to yours is moſt divine. 
Bleſs the glad Earth with Heav'nly Lays, 

And to that Pitch th” eternal Accents raiſe, 
Which only Breath inſpir'd can reach, 

To Notes, which only ſhe can learn, and you can teach: 
While we, charm'd with the lov'd Exceſs, 
Are wrapt in Tweet Forgetfulneſs 

Of all, of all, but of the preſent Happineſs : 
Wiſhing for ever in that State to lie, 

For ever to be dying fo, yet never die, 
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Priam's LAMENTATION and PETITION 
to Achilles, for the Body of his 
Son Hector. : 


Tranſlated from the Greek of Homer, Dua. 0. 


Beginning at this Line, 


N de o ig rte ves laren onen 
. | 


* 
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Argument Introductory to this Tranſlation. 


1 Hector's Body ( after he avas Slain ) remain'd fill in the Poſe 
; * feſfon of Achilles; fer which Priam made great Lamenta- 
ed tation. Jupiter bad Pity on him, and ſent Iris to comfort 
bet. bim, and direct him after what manner he ſhruld go to 
4 4.4 Achil- 
a 
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Achilles: Tent ; and how he ſhould there ranſom the Body 
of his Son. Priam accordingly orders his Chariot to be got 
ready, and preparing rich Preſents for Achilles, ſets for- 
avard to the Grecian Camp, accompany'd by no Body but 
his Herald Idzus, Mercury, at Jupiter's Command, meets 
him by the Way, in the Figure of a young Grecian, and, 
after bemoaning bis Misfortunes, undertakes to drive his 

Chariot, unobſerv/d, through the Guards, and to the Door 
of Achilles's Tent ; which haveng perform d, he diſcover'd 
bimſelf a God, and giving him a ſhort Inſtruction, how 
to move Achilles to Compaſſion, flew up to Heaven, 


88 ſpake the God, and Heav'nward took his Flight: 
When Priam from his Chariot did alightz - 
Leaving 1dzs there, alone he went 
With Solemn Pace into Achilles Tent. 
Heedleſs, he paſs'd thro? various Rooms of State, 
Until approaching where the Hero fate ; 
There at a Feaſt, the good old Priam found _ 
Jove's beſt belov'd, with all his Chiefs around: 
Two only were tattend his Perſon plac'd, 3” 
Automedon and Alcymus ; the reſt | 
At greater Diſtance, greater State expreſs'd. 

Priam, unſeen by theſe, his Way purſu'd, 
And firſt of all was by Achilles view'd. 
About his Knees his trembling Arms he caſt, 
And agonizing graſp'd and held em faſt; 
Then caught his Hands, and kiſs'd and preſs'd 'em cloſe, 
Thoſe Hands, th' inhuman Authors of his Woes; 
Thoſe Hands, ' whoſe unrelenting Force had coſt 
Much of his Blood (for many Sons he loſt.) 

But, as a Wretch who has a Murder done, 
And ſeeking Refuge, does from Juſtice run; 
Entring ſome Houſe, in haſte, where he's unknown, 
Creates' Amazement in the Lookers-on ; 1 
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So did Achilles gaze, ſurpris'd to ſee 

The Godlike Priam's Royal Miſery; 

All on each other gaz'd, all in ſurpriſe 

And mute, yet ſeem d to queſtion with their Eyes: 

Fill he at length the ſolemn Silence broke; © 

And thus the venerable Suppliant ſpoke. 
Divine Achilles, at your Feet behold | 

A proſtrate King, in Wretchedneſs grown old : 

Think on e BE and then look on me, 

His hoary Age and helpleſs Perſon fee ; 

So furrow'd are his Cheeks, fo white his Hairs, 

Such, and ſo many his declining Years ; 

Cou'd you imagine (but that cannot be) 

Cou'd you imagine ſuch, his Miſery ! 

Yet it may come, when he ſhall be oppreſs'd, 

And neighb'ring Princes lay his Country waſte; 

Ev'n at this time perhaps ſome pow'rful Foe, 

Who will no Mercy, no Compaſſion ſhow, ph 

Ent'ring his Palace, ſees him feebly = 

And ſeek Protection, where no Help i is nigh. 

In vain, he may your, fatal Abſence mourn, 

And wiſh in vain for your delay'd Return; 

Vet, that he hears you live, is ſome Relief; 

Some Hopes alleviate his Exceſs of Grief; 

Tt glads his Soul to think, he 'once may ſee 


»*# + 


His much-lov'd Son; wou'd that were granted me! 


But I, moſt wretched I! of a all bereft 
Of all my Worthy Sons, h. few are left ! 
Yet fifty goodly Youths, I had to boaſt, 
When firſt the Greeks invaded The 178 Coaſt: 
Nineteen, the joyful Iſſue of one Womb, 
Are now, alas ! a mournful Tribute to one Tomb. 
Mercileſs War this Devaſtation wrought, 
And their ſtrong Nerves to Diffolution brou 

Still one was left, in whom was all my 8 
My Age's Comfort, and his Country s Prop; 


Hegor, 
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Hector, Darling, and my /af Defence, 
eek Lid atone, "a Deaths 400d recompenſe: 
And, to complete my Stofe of countleſs Woe, 
Him you have flain- of him bereav'd me too! 
For his ſake.anly, hither; am I come 
x Git I bring, and Wealth, an endleſs Sum; 
All to redeem that fatal Prize you won, 7 
A worthleſs Ranſom for ſo brave a Son. 

Fear the juſt Gods, Acbillu and on me 
With Pity look, think you your Father ſee; 
Such as I am, he is; alone in this, 
F can no Equal have in Miſeries.;  .. p 
Of all Mankind, moſt wretched and forlorn, 
Bow'd with ſach Weight, as never has been born; 
Reduc'd to kneel and pray to you, from whom 
The Spring and Source of all my Sorrows come; 
With Gifts, to court mine and my Country 8 Bane, 
And kiſs thoſe Hands, which have * Children fin, 
He ſpake.— 
Now. Sadneſs « o'er Achilles? Face appears, | . 


Priam he views, ant for his Father fears; 
That, and Compaſſion melt him into Tears. 
Then, gently ww" his Hand he put away 

Old Priam's Face; but he till proſtrate lay, 

And there with Tears, and Sighs, afreſh begun 

To mourn the Fall of his ill- fated Son, 

But Paſſion diff rent ways Achilles turns, % 

Now, he Patroclus, now, his Father moyrnss _ 
Thus, both, with Lamentations fll'd the Place, 
Till Soirow ſeem d to Wear one common Face. 
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The LAMENTATIONS of Hecuba, 
Andromache, and Helen, over the | 
dead Body of Hector. 
Tranſlated from the Greek of Homer, Dads) 0. 
Beginning at this Line, T 


„Hos 5 xe, ? 2 Tacay in ly. 


* 


„ 


SSS FF. ee 


Connection of this with the former Tranſlation. ＋. 
Priam, at laft, moves Achilles to Compaſſion, and after hav I III 
ing made him Preſents of great Value, obtains the Bod) Ko 
of his Son. Mercury awakens Priam early in the Morn- A, 
ing, and adviſes him to haſte an avith the Body, It Bu 
Agamem non. ſhould be inform'd of his being in the Camp: Th 
He himſelf helps to harneſs the Mules and Horſes, and At 
| conveys him ſaftly, and without Noiſe, Chariot and all, A | 
" from among the Grecian Tents ; then flies up to Heaw'n, Re 
leaving Priam and Idæus to travel on with the Body to- | 


avard Troy. Wi 
N OW did the Saffron Morn her Beams diſplay, |} be. 
Gilding the Face of Univerſal-Day ; Tre 


When mourning Priam to the Town return ; | 
Slowly his Chariot mov'd, as that had mourn d; 5 
The Mules beneath the mangled Body go, | 


As bearing (now) unuſual Weight of Woe, Vie 
To Pergamu high top Caſſandra flies, , 
Thence ſhe afar the ſad Proceſſion ſpies : Wit 
Her Father and 14x firſt appear, | Ane 
Then Hector's Corps extended on a Pier; — 


At 
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At which, her boundleſs Grief loud Cries began, | 
And, thus lamenting, thro' the Streets ſhe ran: 

Hither, ye wretched Trojans, hither all! 

Behold the Godlike Hector' Funeral ! 

If Cer you went with Foy, to ſee him come 

Adorn'd with Conqueſt and with Laurels home, 

{fſemble now, his Ranſom'd Body ſee, 

What once was all your Foy, now all your Miſery ! 

She ſpake, and ſtraight the num'rous Crowd obey d, 
Nor Man, nor Woman, in the City ſtaid; 
Common Conſent of Grief had made em one, 

With clam'rogs Moan to Scæa's Gate they run, 
There the lov'd Body of their He&or meet, 
Which they, with loud and freſh Lamentings, greet. ' 
His Rev'rend Mother, and his Tender Wife, 
Equal in Love, in Grief had equal Strife : 
In Sorrow they no Moderation knew, 
But wildly wailing, to the Chariot flew ; 
There ſtrove. the rolling Wheels to hold, while each 
Attempted firſt his breathleſs Corps to reach: 
Aloud they beat their Breaſts, and tore their Hair, 
Rending around with Shrieks the ſuff ring Air. 
Now had the Throng of People ſtopt the Way. 
Who would have there lamented all the Day, 
But Priam from his Chariot roſe, and ſpake, 
Trojans, enough; Truce with your Sorrows matte 3 
Give wvay to me, and yield the Chariot Room; 
Fir let me bear my Hector': Body home. 
{hen mourn your fill. At this the Croud gave way, 
Yielding, like Waves of a divided Sea. 

14zus to the Palace drove, then laid 
With Care, the Body on a Sumptuous Bed, 

And round about were skilful Singers plac'd, 
Who wept, and ſigh'd, and in ſad Notes expreſs'd 
Their Moan ; All in a Chorus did agree | 
Of Univerſal, Mournful Harmony, 

| When, 


. 8 HR TOS TE * 


2 a TED! 
DISD EDD IS 


+ 
fl 
$ 
"5 
A 


234 Poems on ſeveral Occoff ons. 


When, firſt, Andromache her Paſſion broke, _ 
And thus, (cloſe 7 his pale Cheeks) ſhe ſpoke. 


AND ROMACHE's Lamentation. 


O my loſt Husband ! let me ever mourn 
Thy early Fate, and too untimely Urn : 
In the full Pride of Youth thy Glories fade, 
And thou in Aſhes muſt with them be laid, 
Why is my Heart thus miſerably torn! 
Why am I thus diftreſs'd! why thus forlorn l 
Am I that wretched Thing, a Widow left? 
Why do I live, who am o thee bereft ! 
Yet I were bleſt, were I alone undone ; 
Alas, my Child! where can an Infant run? 
Unhappy Orphan! thou in Woes art nurſt; 
Why were you born ? Jam with Bleſlings curſt? 
For long ere thou ſhalt be to Manhood grown, 
Wide Deſolation will lay waſte this Fown : 
Who is there now that can Protection give, 
Since He, who was her Strength, no more doth live ? 
Who of hen Rev'rend Matrons will have Care? 
Who fave her Children from the Rage of War ? 
For He to a/l Father and Husband was, 


PDE > ODS x Hwy ty ms 


And all are Orpbans now, and Hidews by his Loſs. T] 


Soon will the Grecians, now inſulting come, O 
And bear us Captives to, their diſtant Home ; Th 
T, with my Child, muſt the ſame Fortune ſhare, Ar 
And all alike, be Pris'ners of the War : 80 
Mongſt baſe-· born Wretches he his Lot muſt have, Fri 
And be to ſome inhuman Lord, a Slave. 8 
Elſe ſome avenging Greek, with Fury fill'd, M. 


Or for an only Son, or Father kill'd | W 


By Hector's Hand, on him will vent his Rage, Th 


And with his Blood bis thirſty Grief aſſwage; 1 An 


HS 
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For many fell by his relentleſs Hand, 

Biting that Ground, which with their Blood was ſtain'd. 
Fierce was thy Father (O my Child) in War, 

And never did his Foe in Battle ſpare; 


Thence come theſe Suff rings, which ſo much have coſt, 


Much Woe to all, but fure to me the moſt, 

I faw him not, when in the Pangs of Death, 

Nor did my Lips receive his lateſt Breath; 

Why held he not to me his dying Hand? 

And why receiv'd not I his laſt Command ? 

Something he would have ſaid, had I been there, 

Which I ſhould ſtill in ſad Remembrance bear 

For I could never, never Words forget, 

Which Night and Day, I ſhould: with Fears repeat. 
She ſpake, and wept afreſh, when all around 

A general Sigh diffus*d a mournful Sound. 

Then Hecuba, who long had been oppreſt 

With boiling Paſſions in her aged Breaſt, 


Mingling her Words with Sighs and Thats, begun 


A Lamentation for her OP Son. 
He CUB 4 Lamentation. 


Hector, my Joy, and to my Soul more dear 
Than all my other num'rous Iſſue were; 
O my laſt Comfort, and my beſt belov'd ! 
Thou, at whoſe Fall, ev'n Fove himſelf was mov d. 
And ſent a God his dread Commands to bear, 
So far thou wert high Heay*n's peculiar Care! 
From fierce Achilles Chains thy Corps was freed; 
So kind a Fate was for none elle decreed : 
My other Sons, made Pris'ners by his Hands, 
Were ſold like Slaves, and ſhipt to foreign Lands, 
Thou too wert ſentenc'd by his barb'rous Doom, 


And dragg . when dead, about Patroclus* Tomb, and 


And yet that Cruelty was us'd in vain, 
Since all could not reſtore his Life again. 
Now freſh and glowing, even in Death thou art, 
And fair as he who fell by Phebus Dart. 
Here weeping Hecuba her Paſſion ſtay d, 
And Univerſal Moan again was made ; 
When Felen's Lamentation hers ſupply'd, 
And thus, aloud, chat fatal Beauty ay'd- 


1 E L E N 's  Lamentation.. 


O Hector, thou wert rooted i in my Heart, 
No Brother there had half fo large a Part ! 
Not leſs than twenty Years are now paſs'd o'er, 
Since firſt I landed on the Trojan Shore; 
Since I with Godlike Paris fled from Home ; 


(Wou'd I had dy'd before that Day had came!) 


In all which time (ſo gentle was thy Mind) 

I ne'er could charge thee with a Deed unkind ; 
Not one untender Word, or Look of Scorn, 
Which I too often have from others born. 
But you from their Reproach ſtill ſet me free, 
And kindly have reprov'd their Cruelty ; 

If by my Siſters, and the Queen revil'd 

(For the good King, like you, was ever mild) 
Your Kindneſs fil] has all my Grief beguil'd. 
Ever in Tears let me your Loſs bemoan, 
Who had no Friend alive, but you alone: 

All will reproach me now, where-e'er I paſs, 
And fly with Horror from my hated Face. 


And with a general Sigh her Grief approv'd. 


When Priam (who had heard the mourning Crowd) 


aca from his Seat, and thus he ſpake aloud, ' 
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His lov'd Patroclus, whom thy Hands had faiv 5 
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| 


This ſaid; ſhe wept, and the vaſt Throng was mov'd, 


Ceaſe 


e 
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Ceaſe your Lamentings, Trojans, for a awhile, 
Ard fell down Trees to build a Fun ral Pile ; 


Fear not an Amhuſh by the Grecians laid, 
For with Achilles Se? Days Truce I made. 


He ſpake, and all obey'd as with one Mind, 
Chariots, were brought, and Mules and Oxen join'd ; 
Forth from the City all the People went, 
And nine Days Space was in that Labour ſpent ; 
The Tenth, a moſt ſtupendous Pile they made, 
And on the Top the manly Hector laid, 
Then gave it Fire ; while all, with weeping Eyes, 
Beheld the rolling Flames and Smoke arife.” 
All Night they wept, and all the Night it burn'd; 
But when the Roſy Morn with Day return'd, 
About the Pile the thronging People came, 
And with black Wine quench'd the remaining Flame. 
His Brothers then, and Friends ſearch'd ev'ry where, 
And gathering up his Snowy Bones with Care, 
Wept.o'er em; When an Urn of Gold was brought, 
Wrapt in ſoft Purple Palls, and richly wrought, 


In which the Sacred Abbes were interr'd, 


Then o'er his Grave a Monument they rear d. 

Mean time, ſtrong Guards were plac'd, and careful Spies, 
To watch the Grecians, and prevent Surpriſe. 

The Work once ended, all the vaſt Reſort 

Of mourning People went to Priam's Court; 

There they refreſh'd their weary Limbs with Reſt, 

Ending the F un 'ral with a ſolemn giert | 
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Paraphraſ upon E 0 RA C E, 


ODE XIX. 1. 15 1 


Mater ſera Cupidinm, Kc. 


I. 
H E Tyrant Queen of ſoft Deſires, 
With the reſiſtleſs Aid of ſprightly Wine 
And wanton Eaſe, conſpires | 
To make my Heart its Peace reſi ign, 
And re- admit Love's long rejected Fires. 
For beauteous Ghcera I burn, 
The Flames ſo long repell'd with double Force return: 


Matehleſs her Face appears, and ſhines more bright | 
Than poliſh'd Marble when reflecting licht? "2H 


Her very Coyneſs warms; 4 
And with a grateful Sullenneſs ſhe charms : 70S, 
Each Look darts forth a thouſand Rays, 
Whoſe Luſtre an unwary Sight betrays, 
My Eye- balls twim, and I you giddy while I gaze. 


She dose , ſhe comes — ruſhes in my Veins! 
At once all Venus enters, and at large ſhe reigns 
Cyprus no more with her Abode is bleſt, 
I am her Palace, and her Throne my Breaſt. 
Of Savage Scythian Arms no more I write, 
Or Partbiar Archers, who in Flying fight, 
And make rough War their Sport ; 

Such idle Themes no more can move, 

Nor any ching but what's of high Import, 

And what's of high Import, but Love? 


Vervain 
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Vervain and Gums, and the green Turf prepare ; 
7 With Wine of T'wo Years old, your Cups be pls, 
*y After our Sacrifice and Pray W 15 
The Goddeſs may incline her Heart to yield, . 
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In Imitation of Horace, Lib. II. Ode XIV. 


Eheu Fugaces, Poſbume, Pothune, 
Labuntur Anni, — 


15 
H! no, *tis all in vain, believe me tis, 
This Pious Artifice. | 

Not all theſe Pray” rs and Alms can buy „„ 

One Moment tow'rd Eternity. 9805 

Eternity! that boundleſs Race, 

Which Time himſelf can never run: 3 
(Swift, as he flies, with an unweary 4 1 2 5 
Which, when ten thouſand, thouſand Vears are done, 

Is ſtill the ſame, and ſtill to be begun. 

Fix'd are thoſe Limits, which preſcribe 
A ſhort Extent to the moſt laſting Breath; 
And tho' thou cou'dſt for Sacrifice lay down 
Millions of other Lives to ſave thy own, 

Twere fruitleſs all; not all would bribe 
One Supernumerary Gaſp from Death. 

II. 


In vain thy ;nextiviſtel Store 
Of Wealth, in vain thy Pow'r; ; 
Thy Honours, Titles, all muſt fail, 
Where Piety itſelf can nought avail. 


vain | - The 
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The Rich, the Great, the Innocent and Juſt, 
Muſt all be huddled to the Grave, : 
With the moſt Vile and Ignominious Slave, 
And undiſtinguiſh'd lie in Duſt, 
In vain the Fearful flies Alarms, 
In vain he is ſecure from Wounds of Arms. 
In vain avoids the faithleſs Seas, 
And is confin'd to Home and Eaſe, 
Bounding his Knowledge, to extend his Days, 
In vain are all thoſe Aris we try, 
All aur Evaſions, and Regret to die: 
From the Contagion of Mortality, 
No Clime is pure, no Air is free: 
And no Retreat 
Is ſo Obſcure, as to be hid from Fate. 


III. 


Thou muſt, alas ! thou muſt, my Friend ; 
(The very Hour thou now doſt ſpend 
In ſtudying to avoid, brings on thy End) 
Thou muſt forego the deareſt Joys of Life; 
Leave the warm Boſom of thy tender Wife, 
And all the much-lov'd Offspring of her Womb, 
To moulder in the cold Embraces of a Tomb. 
"All muſt be left, and all be loſt? 
Thy Houſe, whoſe ſtately Strufture ſo much coſt, 
Shall not afford 7 
Room for the ſtinking Carcaſe of i its Lord. 
Ot all thy pleaſant Gardens, Grots and Bow'rs, 
Thy coſtly Fruits, thy far-fetch'd Plants and Flow'rs, 
Nought ſhalt thou ſave; 
Or but a Sprig of Roſemary ſhalt have, 
To wither with thee in the Grave: _ 
The reſt ſhall live and flouriſh, to upbraid 
Their * Maſter Dead. 
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IV: ond 
Then ſhall thy long- expecting Heir, . 


A joyful Mourning wear 


And Riot in the Waſte of that Eſtate 


Which thou haſt taken ſo much pains to get. 


All thy hid Stores he ſhall unfold, 
And ſet at large thy Captive Gold. 
That precious Wine, condemn'd by thee 
To Vaults and Priſons, ſhall again be free: 
Bury'd alive tho now it lies, 
Again ſhall riſe 
Again its ſparkling Surface ſhow, -- 
And free as Element profuſely flow. 


With ſuch high Food he ſhall ſet forth his Feaſts, | 


That Cardinals ſhall wiſh to be his Gueſts ; | 
And pamper'd Prelates ſee 
Themſelves out-done in Luxury. 


WMA. 
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we LESS me, 'tis cold ! 105 chill i Air ! 
How naked does the World appear 
But ſee (big with the Offspring of the North) 
The teeming Clouds bring forth: 
A Show'r of ſoft and fleecy Rain 
Falls, to new-clothe the Earth again. 
Behold the Mountain-Tops, around, 
As if with Fur of Ermins crown'd : 
Lor. III. L 


In Imitation of HO RA C E, 
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And lo! how by Degrees 
The univerſal Mantle hide the Trees, 
In hoary Flakes, which downward fly, 

As if it were the Autumn of the Sky : 

Trembling the Groves ſuſtain the Weight, and bow 
Like aged Limbs, which feebly go 

Beneath a venerable Head of Snow. 

II. 

Diffuſive Cold does che whole Earth invade, 

Like a Diſeaſe, through all its Veins *tis ſpread, 

And each late living Stream is numb'd and dead. 

Let's melt the frozen Hours, make warm the Air ; 

Let chearful Fires Sols feeble Beams repair: 

Fill the large Bowl with ſparkling Wine ; 
Let's drink, *till our own Faces ſhine, 
Till welike Suns appear, 

To Light and warm the Hemiſphere. 

Wine can diſpenſe to all both Light and Heat, 
They are with Wine incorporate : 

That powerful Juice, with which no Cold dares mix, 

Which ſtil} is fluid, and no Froſt can fix; 

Let that but in Abundance flow, 

And let it Storm and Thunder, Hail and Snow, 
'Tis Heav'n's Concern ; and let it be | 
The Care of Heaven ſtill, for me. 

Thoſe Winds, which rend the Oaks and plough the Seas, 

| Great Jove can, if he pleaſe, 
With one commanding Nod appeaſe. 
III. 
Seek not to know To- morrow's Doom ; 
That is not ours, which is to come. 
The preſent Moment's all our Store: 
The next, ſhould Heav'n allow, 
Then this will be no more: 


So all our Life is but one Inſtant Now. 
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Look on each Day you've paſt 

To be a mighty Treaſure won: 

And lay each Moment out in haſte ; 
We're ſure to live too faſt, 
And cannot live too ſoon. 
Youth does a Thouſand Pleaſures bring, 
Which from decrepid Age will fly ; 


The Flow'rs that flouriſh in the Spring, 


In Winter's cold Embraces die. 
| IV. 
Now Love, that everlaſting Boy, invites 
To revel, while you may, in ſoft Delights : 
Now the kind Nymph yields all her Charms, 
Nor yields in vain to youthful Arms. 
Slowly ſhe promiſes at Night to meet, 


But eagerly prevents the Hour with ſwifter Feet, 


To gloomy Groves and Shades obſcure ſhe flies, 
There vails the bright Confeſſion of her Eyes. 
Unwillingly ſhe ſtays, 
Would more unwillingly depart, 
And in ſoft Sighs conveys 
The Whiſpers of her Heart. 
Still ſhe invites, and ſtill denies, 
And vows ſhe'll leave you if y'*are rude ; 
Then from her Raviſher ſhe flies, 
But flies to be purſu d: 
If from his Sight ſhe does herſelf convey, 
With a feign'd Laugh ſhe will herſelf betray, 
And cunningly inſtruct him in the Way. 


878856 
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Jin 
1 Look'd, Ty ſigh'd, and Lwiſh'd I cou'd ſpeak; 
And very fain would have been at her ; 
But when I ſtrove moſt my great Paſſion to break, 
Still then, I ſaid leaſt of the Matter. | 
II. 
I ſwore to myſelf, and reſoly'd, I wou'd try 
Some way my poor Heart to recover : 
Put that was all vain, for I ſooner cou'd die, 
Than live with forbearing to love her. 
„ Abb 
Dear Cælia be kind then; and ſince your own Eyes 
By Looks can command Adoration, 
Give mine leave to talk too, and do not deſpiſe 
Thoſe Oglings that tell you my Paſſion, 
IV 


We'll look, and we'll love, and tho' neither ſhou'd ſpeak, 
The Pleaſure we'll ill be purſuing ; | 

And ſo, without words, I don't doubt we may make 
A very good end of this Wooing. | 


—_— 


The RECONCILIATION. . 
RECITATIVE. 


F AIR Cælia Love Pag iel, 
And nam'd the Myrtle Bow'r, 
Where Damon long attended 
Beyond che promis d Hour. 


At 


At 


To all the Sex deceitful, 
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At length impatient growing 


Of anxious ExpeQtation, 


His Heart with Rage oferflowing, 
He. vented thus his Paſſion, 
| 0D E. 


A long and laſt Adieu; 
Since Women prove ungrateful, 
As oft as Men prove true.” 
The Pains they ecuſe are many, 
And long and hard to bear, 


The Joys they give (if any) 


Few, ſhort, and unſincere. 
RECITATHY Þ 
But Celia now repenting 
Her breach of Aſſignation, 
Arriy'd with Eyes conſenting 
And ſparkling Inclination, 
Like Citherea ſmiling, 
She bluſh'd, and laid his Paſſion; 
The Shepherd ceas'd reviling, 
And ſung this Recantation, 
| FALI NUDE 
How engaging, how endearing, 
| I a Lover's Pain and Care ! 
And what Toy the Nymph's appearing, 
Aſter Abſence or Deſpair ! 
Women wiſe. increaſe Deſiring, 
By contriving kind Delays ; 
And advancing, or retiring, 
All they mean is more to pleaſe. 
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„ ABSENE®E. 


A. what Pains, what racking Thoughts he proves, 
Who lives remov'd from her he deareſt loves! 
In cruel Abſence doom'd paſt Joys to mourn, 


And think on Hours that will no more return! 


Oh ! let me ne'er the Pangs of Abſence try, 
Save me from Abſence, Love, or let me die. 


-—_— 


it. — Si 
— WI * —_ 


S O XN G. 
FAS though ſhe be to me and Love, 
Pll ne'er purſue Revenge ; 


For ſtill the Charmer I approve, 
Tho' I deplore her Change, 


—_— 


In Hours of Bliſs we oft have met, 
They could not always laſt ; 


And though the preſent I regret, 


I'm grateful for the paſt, 


OE — ——_—. 
* * 9 


»„— — 
= 


SONG n DIALOGUE. 
Hr TWO WOMEN. 


„„ 
Lov e, and am belov'd again, 
Srrephon no more ſhall ſigh in vain; . 
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I've wa his Faith, and found him true, v5 
And all my Coynels bid adieu. ; | 


mh | 
I love, and am beloved A „ 
Vet ſtill my Thyrfis fl ſhall comp — =” 
I'm ſure he's mine, white I refuſe him, | 
But when I yield, I fear to loſe him. my 
1. Men will grow faint with Added. dt ing. 
2. And both will tire with often Taſting, 
1 they find the Bliſs not laſting. 
Love is complete in kind Poſſeſſing. 
: Ah no! ah no? that ends the Bleſſing. 
Chorus of both, 
Then Jet us beware how far wwe conſent, 
Too ſoon vhen wwe yield, 100 late ave repent ; 
'Tis Ignorance makes Men admire : 
And granting Dejire, 
We feed not the N,, 
But make it more gui chly expire, 


H O I G. 
* Kane * K — * ( 4 


EL L me no more I am deceiv'd ; 
That Clze's falle and common: 
1 always knew (at leaſt believ'd) 
She was a very Woman; 
As ſuch, I lik'd, as ſuch, careſs'd, 
She ſtill was conſtant when poſſeſsꝰ d, 
She could do more for no Men. 
L 4 IT. But 


» 4.4 
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II. re; hill D 4 


1 But oh! her 3 on others ran, 5 | <q : | 


* And that you think a hard thing; | 
Ss Perhaps, ſhe fancy d you the Man, 


And what care I one. Farthing „ 
You think ſhe's falſe, I'm ſure ſhe's Lind 3 


The PETITION. 


Gant me, gentle Love, faid I. 
One dear Bleſſing ere I die; 
Long I've born exceſs of Pain, 
Let me now ſome Bliſs obtain. 
Thus to Almighty Love I cry'd,  _ 
When angry, thus the God reply'd. 
Bleſſings greater none can have, 
Art thou not Amynta's Slave? 
Ceaſe, fond Mortal, to implore, 
For Love, Love himſelf no more. 


L * : * 4 


8 
ö i I take her Body, you her Mind, ' 

1 C Who has the better Bargain? : 
; | . - iii e l en: f 

7 omen CES T5 r 


1 * * O 404 G. 
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15 FE) #2009 51 
b (. 
it (C2 Amynta, can you ſee 
Heart thus torn, which you betray d J 
Love of himſelf ne'er vanquiſh'd me, 
But I" your gs Conqueſt made, 


1 
< A 4 
'S 


II, In 


In 
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II. | 7 


In Ambuſh than the Traitor ect 


Where I was led by faithleſs Smiles f 
No Wretches are ſo loſt as they, + 
Whom much Security beguiles. 


s O N G. 


1 5 5 - 
JT F, ths: ſhe ade Sabina EF IN 
And now the Sun begins to riſe ; 
Leſs glorious is the Morn that breaks 
F rom his TE: Beams, than wor fair Eyes. 
II. 5-3-8 


With Light anited, Day they give, - 
But different Fates ere Night fulfil ; 

How many by his Warmth will live! 
How deen will her Coldneſs kill! 


"=, 


Occaſiond on a Lady's \ having writ 
VERS ES in Commendation of a POEM 
which was written in Praiſe of another 
Lady. 


ARD inthe Tk ond bald abt aduninoce Flight : 
Of him, who dares in Praiſe of Beauty write; 


For when to that high Theme our Thoughts aſcend, 
Tis to detract, too poorly to commend. 


And he, who praiſing Beauty, does no Wrong, 


Gs boaſt to be ſucceſsful in his Song: 


. 1 


— 
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But when the Fair themſelves approve his Lays, 
And one accepts, and one vouchſafes to praiſe, 
His wide Ambition knows no farther Bound, 
Nor can his Muſe with brighter Fame be crown d. 


t F162 AM 


Written after the Deceaſe of Mrs. AR ABELLA 
HunT, under her Piflure drawn Playing 


on a Lute. 
ER E there on Earth another Voice like thine, 


| Another Hand ſo bleft with Skill Divine! 
The late afflicted World ſome Hopes might have, 
And Harmony retrieve thee from the Grave. 


SOX. G. 
5 1. 
Tous Cemada goes to Pray'rs, 
If I but ask the Favour; 
And yet the tender Fool's in Tears, 
When ſhe believes I'll leave her. 
„ 
Wou'd I were free from this Reſtraint, 
Or elſe had Hopes to win her; 
Wou'd ſhe cou'd make of me a Saint, 
Or I of her a Sinner. | 4 
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HYMN to HAR MO NY. 
In Honovk of 
St, CECIL I Day, MDCCI. 
Set to . ” Mr. Jo nx Ecol Es. 


I. 
O Harmony, | to thee we fi ing, 
To thee the grateful Tribute bring 
Of Sacred Verſe, and ſweet — 1h — Lays; 
TW: cy invoking while thy Pow'r we mae. 
| All Hall to thee 
All-pow'rful Harmoy! / 

Wiſe Nature owns thy undiſputed Sway, 
Her wondrous Works reſigning to thy Care: 
The Planetary Orbs thy Rule obey, | 
And tuneful Roll, unerring in their way, 
Thy Voice mn each melodious Sphere. 

HO RUS. 

All Hail to thee © 
All pow "rfl Harmony ! 
II. 


Thy Voice, O Harmony, with awful Sound 
Could penetrate th' Abyſs profound, 
Explore the Realms of ancient Night, 

And ſearch the living Source of unborn Light. 
Confuſion. heard thy Voice and fled, | 

And Chass deeper plung'd his vanquiſh'd Head, 
Then didſt thou, Harmony, give Birth 

To this fair Form of Heay'n and Earth; | 

Then 


252 Poems upon ſeveral vera. Occaſions; 


Then all thoſe ſhining Worlds above 

In Myſtic Dance began to move 
Around the radiant Sphere of Central Fire, TIES 
A never ceaſing, never filent Chor. 

CH OR, U 8. 

Confuſion heard thy Voice and fied, 

Aud Chaos dreper pings bis anguiſh 4 Head. 
ITE 


Wy 


Thou 0G; Goddeſs, firſt cou'dſt tel! 


The mighty Charms in Numbers found? 


And didit to Heav'nly Minds reveal 
The ſecret force of tuneful Sound. 3 
When firſt Cyllenius form'd the Lyre, I} 
Thou didſt the God inſpires — © _ 
When firſt the vocal Shell he ſtrung, e 
| To which the Muſes ſun g 
Then firſt the Muſes ſung ; melodious Strains 5 W , 
And Muſic firſt begun by thy auſpicious Aid. 
Hark, hark, again Urania e 
Again Apollo frikes the trembling . hf 
And ſee, the liſt'ning Deities around eras 9 4 1 9 
Attend inſatiate, and devour the Sound. 1 
CHORUS. 
Hark, hark, again Urania . 4 
Hain Apollo frrikes the trembling Strings 4 
And ſee, the liſPning Deities around t 
{Attend njatiate, and dewouy the Sound. 
IV. FB 
Deſcend Urania, Heay' nly F ar! 
To the Relief of this afflicted World repair; Fa bo 
See how with varions Woes oppreſt, 
The wretched Race of Men is worn 
Conſum'd with Cares, with D6ubts diſtreſt, 
Or by conftifling Paſſions torn.” Zane 
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Reaſon in vain employs her Aid, 3 
The furious Will on fancy waits 
White Reaſon ſtill by Hopes or Fears betray'd, - 
Too late advances, or too ſoon retreats.” __ 

Muſic alone with ſudden Charms can bind 
The wandring Senſe, and calm the troubled Mind. 
CHORUS, 
fue alime with ſudden Charms can bind \ \ ©, 
The wandring deuſe, and calm the troubled Mind. 
V. 


Begin the pow'rful Song, ye Sacred Nine, Lied? 341 222 
Your Inſtruments and Voices join, 5 
Harmony. Peace, and ſweet Dee. 

| In ev'ry Breaſt inſpire. //- Meow fk 
Revive the melancholy- drdoping Heart, 20 4 
And ſoft Repoſe to reſtleſs Thoughts impart. 
Appeaſe the wrathful Mind, | 
To dire Revenge and Death: inclin'd : 

With balmy Sounds his boiling Blood afluage, 

And melt to mild Remorſe his. burning Rage. 

'Tis done; and now tumultuous Paſſions: ceaſe; 8 

And all is huſht, and all. is Peace... ; 14 
The weary World with welcome Eaſe is bleſt, 
By Muſic lull'd to pleaſing Reſt, 

+ CH -QURU Swo,h it 

Tis dene; and now tumiltuqus Paſſions 8 Nn N 
And all is huſot, and all is Peace. 3 

7 The weary World wwith welcome Haſe it . 

By Muſic lulld to pleafong Rep... ww 3&3, 


Ah, ſweet 8 too ſoon expiring} - 
Ah, fooliſh Man, new Toils requiring! 
Curs'd Ambition, Strife purſuing, .. .. 4 
Wakes the OR to War and Ruin. = 
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See, ſee, the Battle is prepar d 
Behold the Hero comes | 
Loud Trumpets with ſhrill Fifes are heard; 
And hoarſe reſounding Drums. 
War, with diſcordant Notes and jarring Noiſe, 
The Harmony of Peace deſtroys. 
CHORUS. 
War, with diſcordant Notes and jarring Noife, 
The prog _ deſtroys. 


See the forſaken Fair, with «KW Eyes 


Her parting Lover mourn z 
She weeps, ſhe ſighs, deſpairs, and dies, 


And watchful waſtes the lonely livelong — 


Bewailing paſt Delights 
That may no more, no never more return. 
O ſooth her Cares 


With ſofteſt ſweeteſt Airs, 
Till Victory and Peace. reftors | - 
Her faithful Lover to her tender Breaſt, 5 5 


Within her folding Arms to reſt, 
Thence never to be parted more, 
No never to be parted more. 
e H OR US. 

Let Victory and Peace — 

Her faithful Lover do her tender Brea, 
Within her folding Arms to reft, 
- Thence ever to be parted ne 
No never io be parted mare. 

VIII. 

Enough, Urania, heav'nly fair ! 

Now to thy Native Skies repair, 

And rule again the Starry Sphere, 


Cecilia comes, with holy Rapture fill'd, 


To caſe the World of Care. 


Cecilia, 


Poems upon ſeveral Occafions, 25 5 
Cecilia, more than all the Muſes skill'd ! 
Phebus himſelf to her muſt yield, 
And at her Feet lay down 
His Golden Harp and Laurel Crown. 
The ſoft enervate Lyre is drown'd 
In the deep Organ's more majeſtic Sound. 
In Peels the ſwelling Notes aſcend the Skies ; 
Perpetual Breath the ſwelling Notes ſupplies, 
And laſting as her Name, 
Who form'd the tuneful Frame, 
Th' immortal Muſic never dies. 
Grand CHORUS 
Cecilia, more than all the Muſes bill a, 
Phoebus himfelf to her muſt yield, 
And at her Feet lay down 
His Golden Harp and Laurel Crown. 
The foft enervate Lyre is drown'd 
Is the deep Organ's more majeftic Sound. 
In Peals the ſavelling Notes aſcend the Skies; 
Perpetual Breath the ſabelling Notes ſupplies, 
And laſting as her Name, 
Who form'd the tuneful Frame, 
Th' immortal Mufic never dies. 


15 
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| Tothe Mexonr = 4 
GRACE Lady G ET EHI N : 
Occafoned by — her Book, Intitled, 
RELIQUIE GETHINIANE. 


1 a painful Life in Study ſpent, 
The learn'd themſelves their Ignorance lament ; 
And aged Men, whoſe Lives exceed the ſpace, 
Which ſeems the Bound preſcrib'd to mortal Race, 
With Hoary Heads, their ſhort Experience grieve, 
As doom'd to die before they've learn'd to live. 
So hard it is true Knowledge to attain, 5 
So frail is Life, and fruitleſs Human Pain! 

Who-c'er on this reflects, and then beholds, 

With ftrit Attention, what this Book unfolds, 

With Admiration ftruck, ſhall queſtion Who 

So very long could live, ſo much to know ?_ : 

For fo complete the finiſh'd Piece appears, 

That Learning ſeems combin'd with Length of Years ; 
And both improv'd by pureſt Wit, to reach 

At all that Study, or that Time can teach. 
But to what height muſt his Amazement riſe ! | 
When having read the Work, he turns his Eyes 
Again to view the foremoſt op'ning Page, 

And there the Beauty, Sex, and tender Age 

Of Her beholds, in whoſe pure Mind aroſe 

Th' Ethereal Source from whence this Current flows! 
When Prodigies appear, our Reaſon fails, 
And Superſtition o'er Philoſophy prevails, 


Some 


9 od ve : T 7— er oe 
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Some * nly Miniſter we. ſtraight cole, 
Some -Angel-Mind with Female Form indu'd, 
To make a ſhort Abode on Earth, was a 
Where no Perfection can be permanent) 
And having left her bright Example here, 
Was quick recall'd and bid to diſappear. 
Whether around the I hrone, Eternal Hymns 
She Sings, amid the Choir of Seraphims; 

Or ſome refulgent Star informs, and guides, 
Where ſhe, the bleſt Intelligence, preſides; 
Is not for us to know who here remain; 
For *cwere as Impious to inquire, as Vain: 
And all we ought, or can, in this dark State, 


i what we have admir'd, to imitate. 


E P 1 + TH 


Upon RoBERT HunTINGToN, of 
Stanton Harcourt, 2005 and RopzRT 
his Son. | 


T HIS peaceful Tomb does now contain 
Father and Son, together laid; ; 
Whoſe living Virtues ſhall remain, „ ; 
When they, and this, are quite decay'd, 4 
What Man ſhou'd be, to Ripeneſs grown, | » 
And finiſh'd Worth ſhou'd do, or ſhun, ' Sh | 
At full was in the Father ſhown ; | { 
What Youth cou'd promile, in the Son. - 


But Death obdurate, both deſtroy'd | 
The perfect Fruit, and op'ning Bud: 

Firſt ſeiz'd thoſe Sweets we had enjoy d, 
Then robb'd us of the coming Good, 0 

To 


e Berga. 
To Mr. DR TY D E M, 
On his Tranſlation of 5 E RS 9 


A* when of Old Heroic Story tells 
Of Knights impriſon'd long by Magic Spells, 
Till future Time the deſtin'd Hero ſend, 
By whom, the dire Enchantment is to end; 
Such ſeems this Work, and fo reſerv'd for thee, 
T hou great Revealer of dark Poeſy, | 
Thoſe ſullen Clouds, which have, for Ages paſt, 
O'er Perſius too-long ſuff ring Muſe been caſt, 
Diſperſe and fly before thy Sacred Pen, 
And, in their room, bright tracks of Light are ſeen, 
Sure Phebus' ſelf thy ſwelling Breaſt inſpires, 
The God of Muſic, and Poetic Fires; 
Elſe whence proceeds this great Surpriſe of Light ! 
How dawns this Day, forth from the Womb of Night! 
Our Wonder now does our paſt Folly ſhow, 
Vainly Contemning what we did not know : 
So, Unbelievers impiouſly deſpiſe 2 
The Sacred Oracles, in Myſteries. 
Perſius, be fore, in ſmall Eſteem was had, 
Unleſs, what to Antiquity is paid; 
But like Apocrypha, with Scruple read, 
(So far, our Ignorance our Faith miſled) ) 
Till you, Apollis darling Prieſt, thought fit 
To place it in the Poet's Sacred Writ 
As Coin, which bears ſome awful Monarch's Face, 
For more than its intrinfic Worth will paſs : 
So your bright Image, which. we here behold, 
Adds Worth to Worth, and dignifies the Gold. 
To you, we all this following Treaſure owe, 
This Hippocrene, which from a Rock did flow. 


Old 
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Old Stoic Virtue, clad in rugged Lines, - 


Poliſh'd by you, in Modern Brillant ſhines ; 


And as before, for Perus, our Eſteem hs 
To his Antiquity was paid, not him : 
So now, whatever Praiſe from us is due, 
Belongs not to Old Perfius, but the New. 
For ftill Obſcure, to us no Light he gives; 
Dead in himſelf, in you alone he lives. 
So, ſtubborn Flints their inward Heat conceal, 
Till Art and Force th' unwilling Sparks reveal; 
But thro? your Skill, from thoſe ſmall Seeds of Fire, 


Bright Flames ariſe, which never can expire, 


Ga\ A * 
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The ELEVENTH 


SATIRE of JUVENAL. 


_—_— I. 
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The ARGUMENT. 


The Deſign of this Satire is to expoſe and reprehend all Man- 
ner of Intemperance and Debauchery; but more particular- 

y that exorbitant Luxury uſed by the Romans, in their 
Feaſting. The Poet draws the Occafion from an Invitation, 
abhich he here makes to his Friend, to dine with bim; 
very artfully preparing him, with ewhat he aua, to expe? 
from his Treat, by beginning the Satire with a particular 
Invetive againſt the Vanity and Folly of ſome Perſons who 
having but mean Fortunes in the World, attempted te livs 


up to the height of Men of great Eftates — | 
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He ſheaus us, the miſerable End of fuch Spendthrifts aud 
Gluttons 3 with the Manner and Courſes, which they tot 
to brug themſelves to it; adviſing Men to live within 
Bound's, and to proportion their Inclinations to the Extent 
of their Fortune. He gives his Friend a Bill of Fare, f 
the Entertainment he has provided for him ; and from 
thence he takes occaſion to reflect upon the Temperance and 
Frugality of the Greateſt Men, in former Ages: To which 
he oppoſes the Riot and Intemperance of the preſent ; attri. 
buting to the latter a wifible Remiſne/5, in the Care if 


Heaven over the Roman State. He inſtances fome lewd 


Practices at Feaſts, and by the bye, touches the Nobility, 
with making Vice and Debauchery conſiſt with their prin- 


cipal Pleaſures. He concludes with a repeated Invitation 
o his Friend; advifing him (in one particular ſomewhat 
Freely ) to a neglect of all Cares and Diſquiets, for the 


preſent; and a moderate uſe of Pleaſures for the future. 
F Noble (1) Atticus make ſplendid Feaſts, 


And with expenſive Food indulge his Gueſts ; 
His Wealth and Quality ſupport the Treat: 
Nor is it. Luxury in him, but Sale. 
But when poor (2) Rutilus ſpends all he's worth, 
In hopes of ſetting one good Dinner forth; 

"Tis downright Madneſs : for what greater Feſs, 
Than Begging Gluttons, or than Beggars Feaſts ? 


But Ratilus is.now notorious grown, 


And proves the common Theme of all the Town. 


A Man, in his full Tide of youthful Blood, 


Able for Arms, and for his Country's good; 
Urg'd (3) by no Pow'r, reſtrain'd by no Advice, 
But following his own inglorious Choice: 
Mongſt common Fencers, practiſes the Trade, 
That End debaſing, for which Arms were made; 
Arms Which to Man ne'er-dying Fame afford, 85 
But his D/grace is owing to his Sword. 


Many 


Many there are of the ſame (4) wretched Kind, 
Whom their deſpairing Creditors may find 
Lurking in Shambles; where with borrow'd Coin 
They buy choice Meats, and in cheap Plenty dine 3 
Such, whoſe ſole Bliſs, is Eating; who can give 
But that one Brutal Reaſon why they live. 

And yet what's more ridiculous : Of theſe, 

The pooreſt Wretch, is ſtill moſt hard to pleaſe 3 
And he whoſe thin tranſparent Rags declare 
How much his tatter'd Fortune wants repair, 
Wou'd ranſack ev'ry Element, for Choice; 

Of ev'ry Fiſh and Fowl, at any Price ; 


It has a Flavour then, which pleaſes moſt, 
And he devours it with a greater Guſt, 
In Riot thus, while Mony laſts, he lives, | 
And that exhauſted, ftill new Pledges gives; 
Till forc'd of mere Neceſlity, to eat, 
He comes to pawn his Diſh, to buy his Meat. 
Nothing of Silver, or of Gold he ſpares, _ 
Not what his Mother's Sacred Image bears ; 
The broken (5) Relic, he with ſpeed devours, 
As he would all the reſt of's Anceſtors, 
If wrought in Gold, or if expos'd to Sale, 
They:d pay the Price of one Luxurious Meal. 
Thus certain Ruin treads upon his Heels, 
The Stings of Hunger, ſoon, and Want he feels ; ; 
And thus is he reduc'd at length, to ſerve 
Fencers, far miſerable Scraps, or ſtarve. _ 
Imagine now, you fee a plenteous Feaſt : 
The Queſtion is, at whoſe Expe ice 't's dreſt. 
In great (6) Ventidius, we the Bounty prize; 
In Rutilus the Vanity deſpiſe. 
Strange Ignorance ! 'That the ſame Man, who knows 
wy far yond' Mount above this Molehill ſhows," 


If bought from far, it very dear has coſt, 75 5 ' 
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Sho d 
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Shou'd not perceive a difference as great, 
Between ſmall Incomes and a vaſt Eſtate ! 
From Heav'n, to Mortals, ſure, that Rule was ſent, 
Of Know thyſelf, and by ſome God was meant 
To be our never-erring Pilot here, 
Through all the various Courſes which we ſteer. 
Therſites, (7) tho! the moſt preſumptuous Greek; 
Yet durſt not for Achilles Armour ſpeak ; 
When ſcarce (8) Uly/zs had a good Pretence, 
With all th' advantage of his Eloguence. 
Whoe'er attempts weak Cauſes to ſupport, 
Ought to be very ſure he's able for't ; 
And not miſtake ſtrong Lungs and Impudence, 
For Harmony of Words and Force of Senſe ; 
For;s only make Attempts beyond their Still; 
A Wiſe Mans Pow'r's the Limit of his Will. 
If Fortune has a Niggard been to thee, 
Devote thyſelf to Thrift, not Luxury ; 
And wiſely make that kind of Food thy Choice, 
To which Neceſſity confines thy Price. 
Well may they fear ſome miſerable End, 
Whom Gluttony and Want, at once attend ; 
Whoſe large voracious Throats have ſwallow'd All, 
Both Land and Stock, Int'reſt and Principal : 
Well may they fear, at length, vile (9) Pollio's Fate, 
Who ſold his very Ring to purchaſe Meat ; 
And tho' a Knight, *mongſt common Slaves now ſtands, 
Begging an Alms, with undiftinguiſh'd Hands. 
Sure ſudden Death to ſuch ſhou'd welcome be, 
On whom, each added Year heaps Miſery, 
Scorn, Poverty, Reproach and Infamy. 
But there are ſteps in Villany, which theſe 
Obſerve to tread and follow, by degrees. 
Mony they borrow, and from all that lend, 
Which, never meaning to reſtore, they ſpend ; 
| | | | . But 
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But that and their Imall Stock of Credit gone, 


Leſt Rome ſhould grow too warm, from thence they run: 


For of late Years tis no more Scandal grown, 

For Debt and Roguery to quit the To]-w, 

Than in the midſt of Summer's ſcorching Heat, 

From Crouds, and Noiſe, and Buſineſs to retreat. 

One only Grief ſuch Fugitives can find; 

Reflecting on the Pleaſures left behind ; 

The Plays and looſe Diverſions of the Place, 

But not one Bluſh appears for the Diſgrace. 

Ne'er was of Modeſty ſo great a Dearth, 

That out Count nance Virtue's fled from Earth ; 

Baffled, expos'd to Ridicule and Scorn, 

She's with (10) Aftrea gone, not to return,  _ 
This Day, my (**) Perficus, thou ſhalt perceive 

Whether, myfelf J keep thoſe Rules I give, C 

Or elſe, an unſuſpedted Glutton live; 

If mod'rate Fare and Abſtinence, I prize 

In public, yet in private gormandize. 

Evander's (ia) Feaſt reviv'd, to Day thou'lt ſee, 7 a 

The poor Evander, I, and thou ſhalt be q 

Alcides i 3) and ueas both to me. 

Mean time, I ſend you now your Bill of Fare ; 

Be not ſurpris d, that *tis all homely Cheer: 

For nothing from the Shambles I provide, 

But from my own ſmall Farm, the tend reſt Kid 

And fatteſt of my- Flock, a Suck/ing yet, | 

That neer had Nouriſhment but from the Teat ; 

No bitter Willow-tops have been its Food, 

Scarce Graſs ; its Veins have more of Milk than Blood. 

Next that, ſhall Mountain Sparagus be laid, 

Pull'd by ſome plain, but cleanly Country-Maid. 

The largeſt Eggs, yet warm within their Neſt, 

Together with the Hens which laid em, dreſt; 

Cluſters of Grapes, preſerv'd for half a Year, 

Which plump and freſh as on the Vines appear ; 


Apples 


* 
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Apples of a ripe Flavour, freſh'and fai: 
Mixt with the Syrian and the Signian Pear, | 
Mellow'd by Winter, from their cruder . 
Light of Digeſtion now, and fit for uſeee 
Such Food as this, wou'd have been heretofore : 
Accounted Riot in a Senator: 
When the good (14) Curius thought it no. Dine | 
With his own Hands, a few ſmall Herbs to dreſs ; 
And from his little Garden cull'd a Feaſt, 
Which fetter'd Slaves wou'd now diſdain to FRY | 
For ſcarce a Slave, but has to Dinner now,. 1 
The well-dreſs'd (15) Paps of a fat pregnant Sow. a 
But heretofore twas thought a ſumptuous Treat, 0 
On Birth-days, Feſtivals, or Days of State; Y 
A ſalt, dry Flitch of Bacon to prepare: 1 
If they had freſh Meat, twas delicious Fare! A 
Which rarely happen'd: And 'twas highly priz'd H 
If (16) ought was left of what they ſacrific . A 
To Entertainments of this Kind, wou'd come N 
The Worthieſt and the Greateſt Men in Rome: Sp 
Nay, ſeldom any at ſuch Treats were ſenn, Ni 
But thoſe who had at leaſt thrice (17) Conſuls been; N. 
Or the (18) Di&ater*s Office had diſcharg d, += 
And now from Honourable Toil enlarg'd,  _ + = 
Th 
Hes 
Ana 
Ma, 
He 
And 
Had 
His 


| Retir'd to husband and manure their Land, 

F Humbling themſelves to thoſe they might command. 
; Then might y*have ſeen the good old Gen'ral haſte, 
Before th appointed (19) Hour, to ſuch a Feaſt ; 
His Spade aloft, as 'twere in Triumph held, 

Proud of the Conqueſt of ſome ſtubborn F eld. 

*T'was then, when pious Conſuli bore the Sway, 
And Vice diſcourag'd, pale and trembling lay, 

Our (20) Cenſors then were ſubje& to the Law, 


1 Ev'n Pow'r itſelf, of Fuſtice flood in aw. NN ;* 
1 It was not then, a Reman's anxious Thought, 5 id 
00 


Where 1 Tortoiſe- Shells were to be bought, 1 
Where I Tho 
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Where Pearls might of the greateſt Price be had, 

And ſhining Jewels to adorn his (21) Bed, 5 

That he at vaſt Expence might loll his Head. 

Plain was his Couch, and only rich his Mind; 

Contentedly he ſlept, as Han as he din'd. 

The Soldier then, in (22) Grecian Arts unskill'd, 

Returning rich with Plunder, from the Field; 

If Cups of Silver, or of Gold he brought, 

With Jewels ſet, and exquiſitely wrought, 

To glorious Trappings ſtraight the Plate he turn'd, 

And with the glitt'ring Spoil his Horſe adorn'd ; 

Or elſe a Helmet for himſelf he made, 

Where various warlike Figures were inlaid : 

The Roman Wolf, ſuckling the (23) Twins was there, 

And Mars himſelf, arm'd with his Shield and Spear, 

Hov'ring above his Creſt, did dreadful ſhow, 

As threatning Death to each reſiſting Foe. 

No uſe of Silver, but in Arms, was known ; 

Splendid they were in War, and there alone, 

No Side-boards then, with gilded Plate were dreſs d, 

No ſweating Slaves, with maſſive Diſhes preſs'd; 

Expenſive Riot was not underſtood, 

But Earthen Platters held their homely Food. 

Who wou'd not envy them, that Age of Bliſs, 

That ſees with Shame the Laxury of This ? 

Heaven unwearied then, did Bleſſi ings pos, 

And pitying Jove foretold each dang'rous Hour; 

Mankind were then familiar awith "the God, 

He fnuff'd their Incenſe with a gracious Nod; 

And awould have Aill been bounteous, as of Ola, 

Had ave not left him for that Idol, Gold. 

His Golden (*4) Statues, hence the God have aria) 1. 

For avell he knows, where our Devotion's giv'n, c 

'Tis Gold wwe worſhip, though wwe pray to Heaw'n, 

Woods of our own afforded Tables then, 

Tho* none can pleaſe us now but from Japan. 
Yoke UE M Invite 
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Invite my Lord to Dine, and let him have 
The niceſt Diſh his Appetite can crave ; 

But let it on an Oaken Board be ſet, 

His Lordſhip will grow fick, and cannot eat : 
Something's amiſs, he knows not what to think, 
Either your Venſon's rank, or (29) Ointments kink, 
i Order ſome other Table to be brought, 

þ Something, at great Expence in India bought, 

{ Beneath whoſe Orb, large yawning Fanthers lie, 
Carv'd on rich Pedeſtals of (25) Iyory : 

He finds no more of that offenſive Smell, 

The Meat recovers, and my Lord grows well. 


; 

An Iv'ry Table is a certain Whet ; 
' You would not think how heartily he'll eat, 
As if new Vigour to his Teeth were fent, ? 
By Sympathy from thoſe o'th* Elephant. ; 
But ſuch fine Feeders are no Gueſts for me: f 
Riot agrees not with Frugality ; 7 
Then that unfaſhionable Man am I, 4 
With me they'd ſtarve, for want of Ivory : 1 
Fer not one Inch does my whole Houſe afford, 14 
Not in my very Tables, or Che board; L 
Of Bone, the Handles of my Knives are made, A 
Vet no ill Taſte from thence affects the Blade, A 
Or what I carve; nor is there ever left Fr 
Any unſav'ry Haut. gat from the Haſt. | du 
A hearty Welcome, to plain wholſom Meat, T] 
You'll find, but ſerv'd up in no formal ſtate ; Bu 
No Seab'rs, nor dextrous Carwers have I got, T} 
Such as by skilful (27) Trypherus are taught: Ar 
In whoſe fam'd Schooks the various Forms appear W 
Of Fiſhes, Beaſts, and all the Fowls o'th' Air; Er 
And where, with blunted nives, his Scholars learn He 
How to diſſect, and the nice Joints diſcern ; ; 
While all the Neighbours are with Noiſe oppreſt, Wi 


From the harſh Carving of his aueeden Feaſt. 


On 
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On me attends a raw uns kilful Lad, 
On Fragments fed, in homely Garments clad, 
At once my Carwer, and my (28) Ganymede ; 


Wich diligence he'll ſerve us while we Dine, 
And in plain Beechen Veſſels, fill our Wine. 


207 


| 


No beauteous Boys I keep, from (% Phrygsa ans 


No Catamites, by ſhameful Pandars taught: 
Only to me two home-bred Youths belong, 
Unskill'd in any but their Mother-tongue ; 
Alike in Feature both, and Garb appear, 

With honeſt Faces, though with uncurbd Hair. 
This Day thou ſhalt my Rural Pages ſee, 

For I have dreſt em both to wait on thee. | 
Of Country Swains they both were born, and one 
My Phughman's is, Cother my Shepherd's Son; 
A chearful Sweetneſs in his Looks he has, 

And Innocence unartful in his Face: | 
Tho' ſometimes Sadneſs will o'er-caſt the Joy, 
And gentle Sighs break from the tender Boy ; 
His Abſence from his Mother, oft he'll mourn, 
*And with his Eyes look Wiſhes to return, 
Longing to ſee his tender Kids again, 

And feed his Lambs upon the flow'ry Plain 


A modeſt Bluſh he wears, not form'd by Art, 
Free from Deceit his Face, and full as free his Heart, 


Such Looks, ſuch Baſhfulneſs, might well adorn 
The Cheeks of Youths that are more Nobly born ; 
But Noblemen thoſe humble Graces ſcorn. 

This Youth, To-day ſhall my ſmall Treat attend, 
And only he with Wine ſhall ſerve my Friend, 


From the ſame Vines, beneath whoſe fruitful Shade 
He and his wanton Kids have often play'd. 

But you, perhaps, expect a modiſh Feaſt, 
With am'rous Songs and (3®) wanton Dances grac'd 


With Wine from his ewn Country brought and made 


M 2 When 
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When ſprightly Females, to the Middle bare, 
Trip lightly 'o'er the Ground, and frisk in Air; 
Whoſe pliant Limbs in various Poſtures move, 
And twine and bound, as in the Rage of Love. 
Such Sights, the languid Nerves to Action ſtir, 
And jaded Luft ſprings forward with this Spur. 
Virtue (3:)would ſhrink to hear this Lewdneſs told, 
Which Husbands, now, do with their Wives behold 3 
A needful Help, to make *em both approve 
The dry Embraces of long-wedded Love. 
In Nuptial Cinders, this revives the Fire, 
And turns their mutual Lothing to Deſire, 
But ſhe, who by her Sex's Charter, muſt 
Have double Pleaſure paid, feels double Luft ; 
Apace ſhe warms, with an immod'rate Heat, 
Strongly her Boſom heaves, and Pulſes beat; 
With glowing Cheeks, and trembling Lips ſhe lies, 
With Arms expanded, and with naked Thighs, 8 
Sucking in Paſſion both at Ears and Eyes. 
But this becomes not me, nor my Eſtate; 
Theſe are the vicious Follies of the Great. 
Let him who does on Iv'ry Tables dine, 
Whoſe Marble Floors with drunken Spawlings mine! ; 
Let him laſcivious Songs and Dances have, 
Which or to ſee, or hear, the lewdeſt Slave, 
The vileſt Proſtitute in all the Stews, 
With baſhful Indignation wou'd 615 x 
But Fortune, there, extenuates the Crime; 
What's Vice in me, is only Mirth in him: 
The Fruits which Murder, Cards or Dice afford, 
A Veſtal raviih'd or a Matron whor'd, ö 
Are laudable Diverſions in a Lord. 

But my poor Entertainment is deſign'd 
T' afford you Pleaſures of another kind: 
Yet with your Taſte your Hearing ſhall be fed, 
And Homer's ſacred Lines, and Virgil's read 


Either 


„ f 
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Fither of whom does all Mankind excel, 
Tho? which exceeds the other, none can tell. 
It matters not with what ill Tone they're ſung, 
Verſe ſo ſublimely good, no Voice can wrong.” 
Now then be all thy weighty Cares away, | 
Thy Jealouſies and Fears, and while you may, | 
To Peace and ſoft Repoſe, give all the Day. c 
From Thoughts of Debt, or any worldly III 
Be free, be all uneaſy Paſſions ſtill. 
What tho” thy Wife do with the Morning Light, 
(When thou in vain haſt toil'd and drudg'd all Night) 
Steal from thy Bed and Houſe, abroad to roam, 
And having quench'd her Flame, come breathleſs home, 
Fleck'd in her Face, and with diſorder'd Hair, 
Her Garments ruffled, and her Boſom bare ; 
With Ears ſtill tingling, andYer Eyes on fire, 
Half drown'd in Sin, ſtill burning in Deſire: 
Whilſt you are forc'd to wink and ſeem content, 
Swelling with Paſſion, which you dare not vent; 
Nay, if you wou'd be free from Night- alarms, 
You muſt ſeem fond, and doting on her Charms, ö 
Take her (the laſt of Twenty) to your Arms. 
L éet this, and ev'ry other anxious Thought, 
At th' Entrance of my Threſhold be forgot; 
All thy Domeſtic Griefs at home be left, 
The Wife's Adult'ry, with the Servants Theſt; 
And (the moſt racking Thought, which can intrude) 
Forget falſe Friends and their Ingratitude. 
Let us our peaceful Mirth at home begin, 
While (3*) Megalenſian Shows are in the (33) Circus ſeen: ; 
There (to the Bane of Horſes) in high State a : 
The (34) Prætor fits, on a Triumphal Seat; 
Vainly with Enſigns, and with Robes adorn'd, 
As if with Conqueſt, from the Wars return d. 
This Day all Rome, (if I may be allow'd, | 
Without Offence to ſuch a num'rous Crowd, 5 
M 3 To 


270 FPoems upon feveral Occaſions, 
To fay all Rome) will in che Circus ſweats = 
Zebo's already do their Shouts repeat: Hy 
Methinks I hear the Cry  Arvay, away, 
The (35) Green baue avon the Honour of the Day. 

Oh, ſhou'd theſe Sports be but one Year forborn, 


Nome would in Tears her lov'd Diverſion mourn ; 


For that would now a Cauſe of (35) Sorrow yield, 
Great as the Loſs of (37) Canne's fatal Freld, 
Such Shows as theſe, were not for us deſign'd, 
But vig'rous Youth to active Sports inclin'd. 

On Beds of Re/es laid, let us repoſe, 

While round our Heads refrefhing Oin/ment flows: 
Our aged Limbs we'll bask in Phebas' Rays, 
And live this Day devoted to our Eafe. | 
Eaxly To-day we'll to the Bath repair, 

Nor need we now the compfMon (38) Cenſure ſear : 


On Feftivals, it is allow'd no Crime 


To Bathe, and Eat, before the uſual Time: 


But that continu'd, wou'd a lothing give, 


Nor could you thus a Week together live: 
For frequent Uſe would the Delight exclude : 
Pleaſure's a Toil, when conflantly purſu' d. 


— 4 8 * 3 * 


—— — * 


Explanatory Nor Es on the foregoing 
SATI1NE > ; 


1 ee The Name of a very eminent Perſon in Nome: 
But here it is meant to fignify any one of great 
Wealth and Quality. | 
2 Rutilus. One who by his own extravagant Gluttony, 
avas at length reduc'd to the moſt ſhameful Degree of Poverty. 
q his, likewiſe, is here made uſe of as a common Name A all 
1 3 i =— - 2 2 
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begearly Gluttons, ſuch whoſe unreaſonable Appetites remain 
after their Eſtates are conſum'd. TH, 
3 Urg'd by no Pow'r, reſtrain'd by no Advice. 


Sometimes Perfons avere compell'd, by theTyranny of Nero, 


to practiſe the Trade tf Fencing, and to fight upon the Stage, 
for His inhuman Diverſion; otherwiſe, ſeldom any but common 
Slaves or condemn'd Malefattors were ſo employ'd: Which 
made it the greater Reflection an any Perſon, evha either volun- 
tarily, or forc'd by his own Extravagance, for a Livelihood 
(kke Rutilus ) apply d himſelf to that wretched Trade, 
Reftrain'd by no Advice. #5) | 
Hinting, that though he was not compelÞd to ſuch a Practice 
of Fencing ; yet it was a Shame that he was ſufer d to 
undertake it, and not adviſed, or commanded by the Magi 
tracy, to the contrary. 
4 Of the ſame wretched kind, v2, 
Neduc d to Poverty by riotous living. 
5 The broken Relict. i | 
Broken, or defaced; that it might not be diſcover à to be his 
Mother's Picture, when expos'd to Sale. | 
6 Ventidius. A noble Roman, who l Hoſpianbly. 
7 Therſites. An Impudent, Deform'd, Ill. Jongu'd Fel. 
hay (as i omer deſcribes bim, Thad 2.) auh accompany d the 


Grecian Arm to the Siege Troy: where be took a Privi- 


lege often to rail and ſnarl at the Commanders. Some relate 
phat at laß Achilles, for bis Sancineſs, hill d him with a 
Blow of his Fiſt. Therefore aue are not to underſtand juve- 
nal, Here, as relating a Matter of Ta; but Therſites is 
uſed here, to fignify any Body of the ſame Kind; As before, 
Atticus and Rutilus. The Meaning is, that ſuch"as he ought 
not ¶ neither «would be, had ha been preſant ) have preſumed to 
oppoſe Ajax and Ulyſſes in contending for Achilles his Ar- 
 monr. See his Cbaracter admirably improv'd by Mr. Dryden 
in bis Tragedy of Truth found too late. 


M. 4. 2 Ul 
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8 Ulyſſes. The moſt Eloquent of all the Grecian Princes. 


Hfter Achilles' Death, Ajax a fam'd Grecian Warrior 
pretended to his Armour; Ulyſſes oppoſed him, before a 
Council of War, and by his admirable Elquence obtain d 
the Prize. Ovid. Metam. 13. ; 

9 Pollio. Brought to that paſs, by his Gluttony, that he 
was forc'd to fell his Ring, the Mark of Honour and Diſtine- 
tion, worn by the Roman Knights. | 
10 Aftraa, The Goddęſo of Fuſtice, whom the Poets feign 
to have fled to Heawen after the Golden Ape, 

Ultima Ccleſtam Terras Aſtræa reliquit. Owzd. 

11 Perſicus. Juvenal's Friend, to whom he makes an 
Invitation, and addreſſes this Satire, 

12 Evander. A Prince of Arcadia, auh unluckily killing 
his Father, forſook his own Country, and came into Italy; 

ſettling in that Place, where afterwards Rome was built. 
Virgil En. 8. tell; us that he entertain'd both Hercules 
and Eneas, when he was in a low Condition. 

13 Alcides, Hercules, /o called from his Grandfather 

Alcæus. . 
14 Curius Dentatus. A Great Man who had been thee 
times Conſul of Rome, and had triumphed over many Kings; 
yet as great an E xample of Temperance as Courage. 5 
15 4 Diſh in great Eſteem among the Romans. 
; Nil Vulva pulchrius ampla. Horat. 
16 IF they kill'd a Sacrifice, and any Fleſh remain'd to 
ſpare, it was prix d as an accidental Rarity. 
17 Conſul, By the Tyranny of Tarquinius Superbus, 
{ the laſt Roman King) the very Name of King became hate- 
ful to the People, After his Expulfion, they aſſembled, and 
reſoly'd to commit the Government, for the future, into the, 
Hands of two Perſons, who were to be choſen every Year 
. anew, and whom they call'd Conſuls. - 
18 Dictator. Was a General choſen upon ſome emergent 
Occafions ; his Office was limited for fix Months; which Time 
expired, (if Occq/ion were) they choſe another, or continu d 
the 
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the ſame, by a new Election. The Dictator differ/d in no- 
thing from a King, but in his Name, and the Duratiqn of 
his Authority : His Poauer being Full as ' great „but his pros 
mt fo hateful to the Romans. 

19 Before th' appointed Hour. 

I avas accounted Greedineſi, and ſhameful, to eat Fm 
the uſual Hour, which was their Ninth Hour; and our three 

o'Clack, Afternoon. But upon Feftival Days, it aua, permitted 
them, to prevent the he 805 Hour; and always excuſable 
in old People. 5 

20 Cenſors. Were two 1 Offer, Part of a 
Buſineſs was to inſpect the Lives and Manners of Men; 
they had Power to degrade Knights aud exclude Senators, 
avhen guilty of great Mijdemeanors: And in former Days 
they were ſo ſtrict, that they flood in awe one of another. 

21 The Manner of the Romans Eating, was to lie upon 
Beds or Couches about the Table, which formerly were made 
of plain Wood, but afterwards at great Expence, adorn d 
with Tortoiſe-fhells, Pearls, and Ivory. 

22 Grecian Arts. The Romans copied their Luxury from 
the Greeks ; the Imitation of whom, was among them as fa- 
Hionable, as of the French among us. Which occaſions this 
Saying, with fo much Indignation in our Poet, Sat. 3. 

Non poſſum ferre, Quirites, 
Græcam Urbem 

23 Romulus and Remus. Tavins, and Founders of the 
Roman Empire; who the Poets feign avere l by a Wol, fe 
The Woman's Name being Lupa. 

24 Formerly the Statues of the Gas « were made of C boy? 
But now of Gold. Which Extravagance was di ſpleaforg 
even to the Gods themſelves. 

25 The Romans uſed to anoint themſlves 5 avith fuce 
Ointments,; at their Feaſts, immediately after bathing. 

26 Ivory was in great Efteem among a and Ne 
2 Sibver, | 
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25 Trypherus. There were in Rome Profeſſors of the 
Art of Carving, who taught publicly in Schools. Of this 
kind Trypherus wwas the moſi famous, | wy 

28 Ganymede. Cup-bearer. 

29 Phrygia. Whence pretty Boys were 8 "YN 
and fold publicly in the Markets, to vile Uſes. 

30 An uſual Part of the Entertainment, when Great 
Men frafted, to have wanton Women dance after a MCP 
Manner. 

31 Virtue hd ſhrink to hear this Lewdneſs told, 

Which Husbands, now, do with their Wives behold. 

Theſe Lines in Juvenal, 

Spectant hos nuptz, juxta recubante marito, 

Quod pudeat narrafſe aliquem præſentibus ipſis. 
in ſome late Editions, are placd nearer the latter End of 
this Satire: And in the Order of this Tranſlation, auou d 
Jo have follow'd after Line 349, viz. 

Such Shows as theſe, were not for us defign'd, 

But vig'rous Youth to active Sports inclin d. 

But ] have continued em in this Place after Lubin. Beſides 
the E ample of the Learned Holiday for the ſame Poſition 3 

agreeing better bere, in my Mind, with the Senſe both before 

and after. For the Megalenſian Games conſiſting chiefly of 
Races, and ſuch like Exerciſes ; I cannot conceive awhere the 

extraordinary Cauſe of Shame lay in Female Speaators : 

But it was a manifeft Immodefty, for them to lie by their 
Husbands, and ſee the lewd Aion of their own Sex, in 
the Manner deſcrib'd. 

32 Megalenſian Shows. Ge in Honour of Cybele, 
the Mother of the Gods. She was called ue pit, 
Magna Mater, and from thence theſe Games Megaleſia, 
er Ludi Megalenſes ; they began upon the 4th . April, 
and continued fix Days. | 
33 Circus. The Place ewhere theſs Games were colebrattd. 


34 Prætor. An Officer not 4 1.96 our Mayor or Sheriff. © 
He 
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FN He was to ovenſte theſe Sports, and ſat in great Stats, while 
is they avere acting 3 to the Deftradtion of many Horſes, hich 
9 avere ſpoiled in running the Races, 
| 35 The Green have won the Honour of the Day. 

In running the Rates in thæ Circus, avith Horſes in Chariots 3 


5 there were four diſtinct Factiom, known by their Liveries: 

| Which were Green, a kind of Ruſſet Red, White, and Blue. 

: One of theſe Factions was always favoured by the Court, and 
. at this Time probably the Green, Which makes cur Poet fancy 


he hears the Shouts, for Foy of their Party. Afterward” 
Domitian added taube more, the Golden and Purple Factions. 
N 36 Refleching on the immoderate . the Romans 
had for ſuch Shows. 
37 Cannæ. A ſmall I own,near aobich Hannibal obtain'd 
a great Victory over the Romans: In that Battle auere lain 
40000 Men, aud ſo many Gentlemen, that he ſent three 
Bufhels full of Rings to Carthage, as a Tokew of his Vietory.. 
38 See the Notes at Fig. 19. 


PROLO G U E. 


T O 
QUEEN MARY. 
UPON : 


Her Majefly's coming to ſee the Old Batchelor offer 
1 having ſeen bg * 


| B Y this repeated Act of Grace, we ſee 
Wit is again the Care of Majeſty ; 
And while thus honour'd our proud Stage appears, 


we ſeem to rival Ancient Theatres. 3 
Thus 
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Thus flouriſh'd Wit in our Forefathers Age, 
And thus the Roman and Athenian Stage. 


Whoſe Wit is beſt, we'll not preſume to tell ; 
But this we know, our Audience will excel: 


For never was in Rome, nor Athens, ſeen 
So fair a Circle, and ſo bright a Queen. 
Long has the Muſes Land been over-caſt, 
And many rough and ſtormy Winters paſt ; 
Hid from the World, and thrown in Shades of Night, 
Of Heat depriv'd, and almoſt void of Light: 
While Wit, a hardy Plant, of Nature bold, 
Has ſtruggled ſtrongly with the killing Cold: 
So does it ſtill through Oppoſition grow, 
As if its Root was warmer kept by Snow: 
But when ſhot forth, then draws the Danger near, 
On ev'ry ſide the gath' ring Winds appear, 0 
And Blaſts deſtroy the Fruit, which Froſts wou'd ſpare. 
But now, new Vigour and new Life it knows, 
And Warmth that from this Royal Preſence flows. 

O wou'd She ſhine with Rays more frequent here 
How Gay wou'd, then, this drooping Land appear! 
Then, like the Sun, with Pleaſure ſhe might view 
The ſmiling Earth, cloth'd by her Beams anew. 

O'er all the Meads, ſhou'd various Flowers be ſeen 
Mix'd with the Laurel's never-fading Green, c 
The new Creation of a Gracious Queen, 


e 
N 


EP P. 
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EPILO G E. 


AT THE SY 


Opening f the Queen's Theatre in the Hay- 
Market, with an Italian 9 Spoken by 
Mrs. Bracegirdle, ES. 


2 future Fate our Houſe may find, 
At preſent we expect you ſhou'd be kind: 
Inconſtancy itſelf can claim no Right, 
Before Enjoyment and the Wedding Night. 
You muſt be fix'd a little ere you range, 
You mult be true till you have Time to change. 
A Week at leaſt ; one Night 1s ſure too ſoon : 
But we pretend not to a Honey Moon. 
To Novelty we know you can be true, 
But what, alas ! or who, is always new? 

This Day, without Preſumption, we pretend 
With Novelty entire you're entertain'd ; 
For not alone our Houſe and Scenes are new, 
Our Song and Dance, but ev'n our Actors too, 
Our Play itſelf has ſomething in't uncommon, 
Two faithful Lovers, and one conſtant Woman. 
In ſweet Italian Strains our Shepherds ſing, — 
Of harmleſs Loves our painted Foreſts ring 0 
In Notes, perhaps leſs Foreign than the Thing. 
To Sound and Show at firſt we make Pretence, 
In Time we may regale you with ſome Senſe, 
But that, at preſent, were too great Expence. 
We only fear the Beaux may think it hard, 
To be to Night from ſmutty Jeſts debarr'd ; 
But in good Breeding, ſure, they'll once excuſe 


| * Modeſty, Whew: + in a . Muſe. | 
„ 
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The Day's at hand, when, we ſhall ſhift the Scene, 


And to yourielves he your dear telves again: 
Paint the Reverſe of what you've teen Lo- day, 
And in bold Strokes the vicious 'Fown dilplay. 


6. rate. Ate. at a "EI Bf 3 
aa ah. 4 


PROLOGUE 
Raga 


Pyzxrnus King of Epirus, 


For Fighting, now, is thought the weakeſt Part 
And a good Head, more uſeful than a Heart. | 
This Way of War, does our Example yield; | 
That Stage will win, which longeſt keeps the Field. ( 
We mean not Battle, when we bid Defiance; 
But ſtarving one another to Compliance, 
Our Troops encamp'd are by each other view'd, 


O UR Age has much i improv 'd the Warrior's oo 


And thofe which firſt are hungry, are ſubdu'd. 
And there, in Truth, depends the great Deciſion: \ 

They conquer, who cut off the Foe's Proviſion. 

Let Fools, with Knocks and Bruiſes, keep a Pother; W 
Our War and Trade, 1s to out-wit each other. il 
But hold: Will not the Politicians tell us, Yo 
That both our Condu&, and our Forefight, fail us, On 
To raiſe Recruits, and draw new Forces down, Th 
Thus, in the dead Vacation of the Town? | Lik 
To muſter up our Rhimes, without our Reaſon, Crit 
And forage for an Audience out of Seaſon ? . ny 

0 


Our Author's Fears muſt this falſe Step excuſe; 
«Tis the firſt Flight of a jut eather d Muſe: : 
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Th Occafion ta'en, when Critics are away 3 
Half Wits and Beaux, thoſe ray'nous Birds of Prey: 
But, Heav'n be prais'd, far hence they vent their Wrath, 
Mauling, in mild Lampoon, th' intriguing Batb. 
Thus does our Author his firſt Flight commence 3 
Thus, againft Friends at firſt, with Foils we fence : 
Thus prudent Gimerac#try'd if he were able 
(Ere he'd wet Foot) to ſwim upon a Table, 
Then ſpare the Youth: or if you'll damn the Play, 
Let him but firſt have his; then take your Day. 


* 
* „ 


EP I Lo GUE 


0 R O O N o * * 
Spoken by Mrs. 7 prbrigggen. 


Yer ſee we try all Shapes, and Shifts, and Arta, 
To tempt your Favours, and regain your Hearts, 
We weep, and laugh, join Mirth and Grief togethter, 
Like Rain and Sunſhine mixt, in April Weather, © 
Your different Taſtes divide our Poet's, Cares: 

One Foot the Sock, t'other the Buskin wears: 

Thus while he firives. to pleaſe, he's fore d to dot, 
Like Volſcius, Hip- hop, in a ſingle Boot. 

Critics, he knows, for this may damn his Books : 

But he mäkes Feaſts for Friends, and not for Cooks. 
Tho' Errant- Knights of late no Favour find, 
Sure Lan will be to Ladies-Errapt kind. 


* ws 
« - 
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To follow Fame, Knights-Errant make Profeſſion: g 


We Damſels fly, to ſave our Reputation: 

So they, their Valour ſhow, we, our Diſcretion. 
To Lands of Monſters, and fierce Beaſts they go. 
We to thoſe Iſlands where rich Husbands grow : 
'Tho? they're no Monſters, we may make em ſo. 


If they're of Engliſſi Growth, they'll bear't with Patience: 


But ſave us from a Spouſe of Oroonolos Nations! 
Then bleſs your Stars, you happy London Wives, 
Who love at large, each Day, yet keep your Lives: 
Nor envy poor Inoinda's doting Blindneſs, 
Who thought her Husband kill'd her out of Kindneſs, 
Death with a Husband ne'er had ſhewn ſoch Charms, 
Had ſhe once dy'd within a Lover's Arms. 
Her Error was from Ignorance proceeding: 
Poor Soul! ſhe wanted ſome of our Town Breeding. 
Forgive the Indian's Fondneſs of her Spouſe ; 
Their Law no Chriſtian Liberty allows: 
Alas! they make a Conſcience of their Vows ! 
If Virtue in a Heathen be a Fault ; | 
Then damn the Heathen School, where ſhe was taught, 
She might have learn'd to Cuckold, Jilt and — 
Had Covent. Garden been in Surinam. 


PROLOGUE 70 $i Husband 


his own Cuckold, 
A Comedy written by Mr. J. Dryden, Junior 


FT: HIS Year has been de two ways, 

For blooming Poets, and for blaſted Plays. 
We've been by much appearing Plenty mock'd, 
At gnce both tantaliz d, and over-ſtock'd, - 


Our 
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Our Authors too, by their Succeſs of late, 

Begin to think Third Days are out of Date. 

What can the Cauſe be, that our Plays won't keep, 

Unleſs they have a Rot ſome Years like Sheep? 

For our Parts, we confeſs we're quite aſham'd 

To read ſuch. weekly Bills of Poets damn'd. 

Each Pariſh knows *tis but a mournful Cafe 

When Chriſtnings fall, and Funerals increaſe, 

Thus *tis, and thus *twill be when we are dead, 

There will be Writers which will ne'er be read. 

Why will you be ſuch Wits, and write ſuch Things? 

You're willing to be Waſps, but want the Stings. 

Let not your Spleen provoke you to that Height, 

'Odilife you don't know what you do, Sirs, when you 
write, 

You'll find that Pegaſus has Tricks, when try'd, 

Tho' you make nothing on't but up and ride ; 8 

Ladies and all, Tfaith, now get aſtride. 

Contriving Characters, and Scenes, and Plots, 

Is grown as common now, as knitting Knots; 

Wich the ſame Eaſe, and Negligence of Thought, 

The charming Play is writ, and Fringe is wrought, 

Tho” this be frightful, yet we're more afraid, 

When Ladies leave, * e will take the Trade: 

Thus far 'tis well enough, if here twou'd ſtop, 

But ſhou'd they write, we muſt e' en ſhut up Shop. 

How ſhall we make this Mode of Writing ſink ? 

A Mode, ſaid I ? Tis a Diſeaſe, I think, 

A ſtubborn Tetter that's not cur'd with Ink. 

For ſtill it ſpreads, *till each th' Infection takes, 

And ſeizes ten for one that it forſakes. 

Our Play to-day is ſprung from none of theſe, 

Nor ſhould you Damn it, tho' it does not pleaſe, c 

Since born without the Bounds of your four * 

For if you grant no Favour as tis new, 


70 as a Stranger, there is ſomething due: 
From 


— 
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From Rome (to try its Fate) this Play was ſent; 
Start not at Rome, for there's no Popery meant; 
Tho! there the Poet may his Dwelling chuſe, 

Yet ſlill he knows his Country claims his Muſe. 
Hither an Offering his Firſt-born he ſends, 
Whoſe good, or ill Succeſs, on you depends. 

Yet he has hope ſome Kindneſs may be ſhown, 
As due to greater Merit than his own, — a 
And begs the Sire may for the Son atone. 
There's his laſt Refuge, if the Play don't take, 
Vet ſpare young Dryden for his Father's ſake. 


hand fans foods , © ooo om 
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PROLOGUE 
To the Cour, | 
On the QUE E N's Birth-Day, 1704. 


HE happy Muſe, to this high Scene preferr'd, 

a: Hereafter ſhall in loftier Strains be heard; 
And ſoaring to tranſcend her uſual Theme, 

Shall fing of Virtue and Heroic Fame. 

No longer ſhall ſhe toi) upon the Stage, 

And fruitleſs War with Vice and Folly wage; 

No more in mean diſguiſe ſhe ſhall appear, ; 
And Shapes ſhe wou'd reform be forc'd to wear: 
While Ignorance and Malice join to blame, 

And break the Mirror that reflects their Shame. 
Henceforth She ſhall purſue a nobler Task, 

Shew her bright Virgin Face, and ſcorn the Satyr's Mask. 
Happy her future Days ! which are defign'd 
Alone to paiat the Beautics of the Mind, 


> HH tr 1 Wo oO mW a, ,.y 


By 
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By juſt Originals to draw with Care, 

And Copy from the Court a faultleſs Fair: 

Such Labourswith Succeſs her Hopes may crown, 
And ſhame to Manners an incorrigible Town. 

While this Deſign her eager Thought purſues, 
Such various Virtues all around ſhe views, 5 
She knows not where to fix, or which to chuſe. 

Vet ſtill ambitious of the daring Flight, 
ONE only awes her with Superior Light. 
From that Attempt the Conſcious Muſe retires, 
Nor to Inimitable Worth aſpires; | 
But ſecretly applauds, and filently admires. 

Hence ſhe reflects upon the genial Ray 
That firſt inliven'd this Auſpicious Day: 

On that bright Star, to whoſe Indulgent Pow'r 
We owe the Bleſſings of the Prefent Hour. 
Concurring Omens of propitious Fate 

Boxe, with One Sacred Birth, an equal Date: 
Whence we derive whatever we poſſeſs, 

By Foreign Conqueſt, -or Domeſtic Peace. 

Then Britain, then thy Dawn of Bliſs begun : 
Then broke the Morn that lighted up this Sun! 
Then was it doom'd whoſe Councils ond ſucceed; 
And by whoſe Arm the Chriſtian World be freed ; 
Then the fierce Foe was pre-ordain'd to yield, 


And then the Battle won at Bl/enham's Glorious Field. 


THE 
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—— 


T E A R 8 


OF 


A MAR TLLIS for AMYNTAS. 


A 
KS T O RA I, 


Lamenting the D E A T. H of the 


Late Lord Marquis of BLANFORD, 


5 Inſcrib d to the 


Right Honourable the Lord GODOL PH TN, 
Lord H WTO of E ngland. 


Qualis popules merens Philomela ſub umbra 
Amiſſos gueritur fetus 
miſerabile Carmen | 
| Integrat, & ye late loca queſtibus implet. 

Virg. Georg. 4. 


F WAS at the time, when new returning Light 

With welcome Rays begins to chear the Sight ; 
When grateful Birds prepare their Thanks to pay, 
And warble Hymns to hail the dawning Day ; 


When 


82 >» yH%» imo. Tt 
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When woolly Flocks their bleat ing Cries renew, 


And from their fleecy Sides firſt ſhake the filver Dew. 
*T was then that Amaryllis, Heav'nly Fair, 

Wounded with Grief, and wild with her Deſpair, 

Forſook her Myrtle Bow'r and Roſy Bed, 

To tell the Winds her Woes, and mourn 8 dead. 

Who had a Heart ſo hard, that heard her Cries 

And did not weep ? Who ſuch relentleſs Eyes ? 

Tigers and Wolves their wonted Rage forego, | 

And dumb Diſtreſs and new Compaſſion ſhew, 

As taught by her to taſte of Human Woe. j 

Nature herſelf attentive Silence kept, 

And Motion ſeem'd ſuſpended while ſhe wept ; 

The riſing Sun reſtrain'd his fiery Courſe, 


And rapid Rivers liſten d at their Source; 


Ev'n Echo fear'd to catch the flying Sound, 
Leſt Repetitions ſhould her Accents drown; 
The very Morning Wind withheld his Breeze, 
Nor fann'd with fragrant Wings the noiſeleſs Trees 
As if the gentle Zephyr had been dead, 
And in the Grave with lov'd Amyntas laid. 
No Voice, no whiſp'ring Sigh, no murm'ring Groan, 
Preſum'd to mingle with a Mother's Moan ; 
Her Cries alone her Anguiſh could expreſs, 
All other Mourning would have made it leſs. 
Hear me, ſhe cry'd, ye Nymphs and Sylvan Gods, 


' Inhabitants of theſe once lov'd Abodes ; 


Hear my Diftreſs, and lend a pitying Ear, 
Hear my Complaint——you would not hear my Pray r; 
The Loſs which you prevented not, deplore, | 
And mourn with me Amyntas now no more. 

Have I not Cauſe, ye cruel Pow'rs, to mourn ? 
Lives there like me another Wretch forlorn? _ 
Tell me, thou Sun that round the World doſt ſhine, 


Haſt thou beheld another Loſs like mine? 


Ye .. 


— 
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Ye Winds, who on your Wings fad Accents bear, 1 
And catch the Sounds of Sorrow and Deſpair, | 


Tell me if &er your tender Pinions bore | Soc 

Such weight of Woe, ſuch deadly Sighs before? A 

Tell me, thou Earth, on whoſe wide- ſpreading Baſe W 

The wretched Load is laid of Human Race, W. 

Doſt thou not feel thyſelf with me oppreſt ! W 

Lie all the Dead ſo heavy on thy Breaſt ? W. 

When Hoary Winter on thy ſhrinking Head = 

His icy, cold, depreſſing Hand has laid, | 

| Haſt thou not felt leſs Chilneſs in thy Veins? | Fo 
b Do I not pierce thee with more freezing Pains ? — 
| But why to*thee do I relate my Woe, Ph 
Thou cruel Earth, my moſt remorſeleſs Foe ! An 

Within whoſe. darkſome Womb the Grave is made, 8 

Where all my Joys are with Amyntas laid ? - 


What is't to me, tho? on thy naked Head wW 
Eternal Winter ſhould his Horror ſhed, | 
Tho' all thy Nerves were numb'd with endleſs Froſt, 


And all thy Hopes of future Spring were loſt ? Of 
To me what Comfort can the Spring afford? To 
Can my Amyntas be with Spring reſtor'd ? An 
Can all the Rains that fall from weeping Skies, Fo 
Unlock the Tomb where my Amyntas lies? a 
No, never ! never l Say then, rigid Earth, 0 
What is to me thy everlaſting Dearth, Th 
Tho' never Flow'r again its Head ſhould rear, Tc 
'T ho” never Tree again ſhould Bloſſom bear; An 
Tho' never Graſs ſhould clothe the naked Ground, Fo 
Nor ever healing Plant or wholſom Herb be found, Tt 
None, none were found when I bewail'd their Want; W 
Nor wholſom Herb was found, nor healing Plant, Th 
Jo eaſe Amyntas of his cruel Pains ; | Di 
In vam I (earch? d the Valleys, Hills and Plains; ; Or 
But wither'd Leaves alone appear'd to view, Di 


Or pois nous Weeds diſtilling deadly Dew. | 
And 
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And if ſome naked Stalk, not quite decay'd, 
To yield a freſh and friendly Bud eſſay'd, 
Soon as I reach'd to crop the tender Shoot, 
A ſhrieking Mandrake kill'd it at the Root. 
Witneſs to this ye Fawns of ev'ry Wood, 
Who at the Prodigy aſtoniſh'd ſtood. 
Well I remember what ſad Signs ye made, 
What ſhow'rs of unavailing Tears ye ſhed ; 
How each ran fearful to his moſſy Cave, 
When the laſt Gaſp the dear Amyntas gave. | 
For then the Air was fill'd with dreadful 'Cries, 
And ſudden Night o'erſpread the darken'd Skies ; 
Phantoms, and Fiends, and wand'ring Fires appear'd, _ 
And Screams of ill-preſaging Birds were heard. | 
The Foreſt ſhook, and flinty Rocks were cleft, 
And frighted Streams their wonted Channels left , 
With frantic Grief o!erflowing fruitful Ground, 
Where many a Herd and harmleſs Swain was drown'd. 
While I forlorn and deſolate was left, 
Of ev'ry Help, of ev'ry Hope bereft ; 
To ev'ry Element expos'd I lay, 
And to my Griefs a more defenceleſs Prey. 
For thee, Anyntas, all theſe Pains were born, 
For thee theſe Hands were wrung, theſe Hairs were torn 
For thee my Soul to figh ſhall never leave, 
Theſe Eyes to weep, this throbbing Heart to heave. 
To mourn thy Fall ll fly the hated Light, 
And hide my Head in Shades of endleſs Night: 
For thou wert Light, and Life, and Health to me ; 
The Sun but thankleſs ſhines that ſhews not thee. 
Wert thou not Lovely, Graceful, Good and Young ? 
The Joy of Sight, che Talk of ev'ry Tongue? 

Did ever Branch ſo ſweet a Bloſſom bear? 
Or ever early Fruit appear ſo fair ? 
Did ever Youth ſo far his Years tranſcend ? 
Did ever Life ſo immaturely end? 


For 
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For thee the tuneful Swains provided Lays, 
And ev'ry Muſe prepar'd thy future Praiſe. 
For thee the buſy Nymphs ſtripp'd ev'ry Grove, 
And Myrtle Wreaths and Flow'ry Chaplets wove, 
But now, ah diſmal Change ! the tuneful Throng 
To loud Lamentings turn the chearful Song. 
Their pleaſing Task the weeping Virgins leave, 
And with unfiniſh'd Garlands ſtrew thy Grave. 
There let me fall, there, there lamenting lie, 
There grieving grow to Earth, deſpair, and die. 
This ſaid, her loud Complaint of force ſhe ceas'd, 
Exceſs of Grief her faltring Speech ſappreſs'd. 
Along the Ground her colder Limbs ſhe laid, 
Where late the Grave was for Anyntas made; 
Then from her ſwimming Eyes began to pour, 
Of ſoftly falling Rain, a Silver Show'r ; 
Her looſely flowing Hair, all radiant bright, 
O'erſpread the dewy Graſs like Streams of Light: 
As if the Sun had of his Beams been ſhorn, 
And caſt to Earth the Glories he had worn. 
A Sight ſo lovely ſad, ſuch deep Diſtreſs 
No Tongue can tell, no Pencil can expreſs. 
And now the Winds, which had ſo long been ſtill, 
Began the ſwelling Air with Sighs to fill; 
The Water-Nymphs, who motionleſs remain'd, 
Like Images of Ice, while ſhe complain'd, 
Now loos'd their Streams; as when deſcending Rains 
Roll the ſteep Torrents headlong o'er the Plains. 
The prone Creation, who ſo long had gaz d, 
Charm'd with her Cries, and at her Griefs amaz'd, 
Began to roar and howl with horrid Yell, 
Diſmal to hear, and terrible to tell ; 
Nothing but Groans and Sighs were heard around, 
And Echo multiply'd each mournful Sound, 
When all at once an univerſal Pauſe 


Of Grief was made, as from ſome ſecret Cauſe. 
Ee | The 


C 
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The balmy Air with fragrant Scents was filPd, 
As if each weeping Tree had Gums diftild. 
Such, if not ſweeter, was the rich Perfume 
Which ſwift aſcended from Amyntas? Tomb: 
As if th' Arabian Bird her Neſt had fir'd, 

And on the ſpicy Pile were new expir'd, 

And now the Turf, which late was naked ſeen, 
Was ſudden ſpread with lively ſpringing Green; 
And Amaryllis ſaw, with wond'ring Eyes, 

A flow'ry Bed, where ſhe had wept, ariſe; 

Thick as the pearly Drops the Fair had ſhed, 

The blowing Buds advanc'd their Purple Head; 

From ev'ry Tear that fell, a Violet grew, [ Hue. 
And thence their Sweetneſs came, and thence their mournful 

Remember this, ye Nymphs and gentle Maids, 

When Solitude ye ſeek in gloomy Shades ; 

Or walk on Banks where ſilent Waters flow, 

For there this lonely Flow'r will love to. grow. 
Think on Amyntas, oft as ye ſhall ftoop 

To crop the Stalks and take em ſoftly. up. 

When in your ſnowy Necks their Sweets you wear, 
Give a ſoft Sigh, and drop a tender Tear: 

To lov'd Amyntas pay the Tribute due, 

And bleſs his en Grave, where firſt they grew. 


Pa 
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Io . H J A. 
Weeping and not Speaking. 
. 
HY are thoſe Hours, which Heav'n in Pity lent 


To longing Love, in fruitleſs Sorrow ſpent? 
Vol. III. N Why 


- 
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Why ſighs my Fair ? Why does that Boſom move 
With any Paſſion ſtirr'd, but rifing Love? 
Can Diſcontent find Place Within that Breaft, 
On whoſe ſoft Pillows ev'n Deſpair might reſt ?' 
1 Divide thy Woes, and give me my ſad Part. 
| Jam no Stranger to an aking Heart; 
Too well I know the Force of inward Grief, 
And well can bear it, to give you Relief: 
All Love's ſevereſt Pangs I can endure ; 
I can bear Pain, tho' hopeleſs of a Cure. 
I know what 'tis to Weep, and Sigh, and Pray, 


To wake all Night, yet dread the breaking Day; ; | 
I know what tis to Wiſh, and Hope, and all in vain; 


a oo ._. 


4 

And meet, for humble Love, unkind Difdain ; 4 
Anger, and Hate, I have been forc'd to bear, ( 
Nay Jealouſy and I have felt Deſpair, 8 
Theſe Pains, for you, I have been forc'd to prove, 1 
For cruel you, when I began to Love, C 
*Till warm Compaſſion took at length my Part, 1 
And melted to my Wiſh your yielding Heart. I 
O the dear Hour, in which you did refign! N 
When round my Neck your willing Arms dig twine, L. 
And, in a Kiſs, you ſaid your Heart was mine. Ve 
Thro' each returning Year, may that Hour be | A 
Diſtinguiſh'd in the Rounds of all Eternity; | Ct 
Gay be the Sun, that Hour, in all his Light, | Fo 
Let him colle& the Day, to be more bright, Oh 
Shine all, that Hour, and let the reſt be Night, An 
And ſhall I all this Heav'n of Bliſs receive Yet 
From you, yet not lament to ſee. you grieve * rs 
nc 


{ Shall I, who nouriſh'd in my Breaft Defire, 

| When your cold Scorr, and Frowns forbid the Fire ; The 
Now, when a mutual Flame you have reveal'd, 
And the dear Union of our Souls is ſeal'd, 
When all my Joys compleat in you I find, 
Shall I not ſhare the Sorrows of your Mind? 
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O tell me, tell me All —whence does ariſe 

This Flood of Tears? whence are theſe. frequent Sighs ? 
Why does that lovely Head, like a fair Flow'r 
Oppreſs'd with Drops of a hard-falling Show'r, 
Bend with its Weight of Grief, and ſeem to grow 
Downward to Earth, and kiſs the Root of Woe ?. , 
Lean on my Breaſt, and let me fold thee faſt, 
Lock'd in theſe Arms, think all thy Sorrows paſt ; 
Or, what remain, think lighter made by me; 

So I ſhould think, were I ſo held by thee. 

Murmur thy Plaints, and gently wound my Ears; 
Sigh on my Lip, and let me drink thy Tears; 
Join to my Cheek, thy Cold and Dewy Face, 

And let pale Grief to glowing Love give place. 
O ſpeak for Woe in Silence moſt appears z 
Speak, ere my Fancy magnify my Fears, | 

Is there a Cauſe, which Words cannot expreſs ? 

Can I not bear a Part, nor make it leſs ? | 
I know not what to think, Am in fault. 

I have not to my Knowledge err'd in Thought, 

Nor wander'd from my Love, nor wou'd I be - 
Lord of the World to live depriv'd of thee. 

You weep afreſh, and at that Word you ſtart ! 

Am I to be depriv'd then ?!——muſt we part! 

Curſe on that Word ſo ready to be ſpoke, 

For through my Lips, unmeant by me, it broke, 

Oh no, we muſt not, will not, cannot part, 

And my Tongue talks unprompted by my Heart. 

Yet ſpeak, for my Diſtraction grows apace, _ 

And racking Fears, and reſtleſs Doubts increaſe; 
And Fears and Doubts to Fealouſy will turn, 

The hotteſt Hell, in which a Heart can burn, 
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I. 
ATR Amoret is gone aſtray ; 
' Purſue and ſeek her, ev'ry Lover; 
I'll tell the Signs by which you may 
The wand'ring Shepherdeſs diſcover. 
| | Bk 


Coquet and Coy at once her Air, 
Both ftudy'd, tho* both ſeem neglected; 
Careleſs ſhe is with artful Care, 
Affecting to ſeem unaffeRed. 
III. 
With Skill her Eyes dart ev'ry Glance, 
Yet change ſo ſoon you'd ne'er ſuſpect em; 
For ſhe'd perſuade they wound by Chance, 
Tho' certain Aim and Art direct em. 
"BO 5 
She likes herſelf, yet others hates 
For that which in herſelf ſhe prizes; 
And while ſhe laughs at them, forgets _ 
She is the Thing that ſhe deſpiſes. 


* 23 7" 77 


W HE N Lesbia firſt I ſaw fo heav'nly Fair, 
With Eyes ſo bright, and with that awful Air, 
I thought my Heart, which durſt fo high aſpire, 
As bold as his, who ſnatch'd Celeſtial Fire. 
But ſoon as e'er the beauteous Idiot ſpoke, 


Forth from her Coral Lips ſuch Folly broke, 


Like 


ke 
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Like Balm the trickling Nonſenſe heabd my Wound, 
And what her Eyes enthrall'd, her Tongue unbound. 


DMH 18 E 


D ORIS, a Nymph of riper Age, 
Has every Grace and Art; 


» 


A wiſe Obſerver to engage, 


Or wound a heedleſs Heart. 85 
Of Native Bluſh, and Roſy Dye, 
Time has her Cheek bereft; 
Which makes the prudent Nymph ſupply, 
With Paint, th' injurious Theft. 
Her ſparkling Eyes ſhe ſtill retains, 
And Teeth in good Repair ; 
And her well-furniſh'd Front diſdains 
To grace with borrow'd Hair. 
Of Size, ſhe is not ſhort, nor tall, 
And does to Fat incline 
No more, than what the French wou'd call 
Aimable Embonpoint. 
Farther, her Perſon to diſcloſe | 
I leave let it ſuffice, . 
She has few Faults, but what ſhe knows, 
And can with Skill diſguiſe. 
She many Lovers has refus'd, 
With many more comply'd; 
Which, like her Clothes, when little us'd, 
She always lays aſide. 
She's one, who looks with great Contempt 
On each affected Creature, 
Whoſe Nicety weuld ſeem exempt 
From — tes of Nature. 
N 3 She 


294 . Poems upon feveral Occaſions. 


She thinks they want or Health or Senſe, 


- Who want an Inclination; 

And therefore never takes Offence 
At him who pleads his Paſſion.  - 

Whom ſhe refuſes, ſhe treats ſtill 
With ſo much ſweet Behaviour, 

That her Refuſal, through her Skill, 
Looks almoſt like a Favour. 

Since ſhe this Softneſs can expreſs, 
To thoſe whom ſhe rejeQs, 

She muſt be very fond, you'll gueſs, _ 
Of ſuch whom ſhe affeRts. - 

But here our Doris far outgoes, 
All that her Sex have done; 

She no Regard for Cuſtom knows, 
Which Reaſon bids her ſhun, 

By Reaſon, her own Neaſon's meant, 
Or if you pleaſe, her Will: 

For when this laſt is Diſcontent, 
T he firſt is ſervy'd but ill. | 

Peculiar therefore is her Way; 
Whether by Nature taught, 

I ſhall not undertake to ſay, 
Or by Experience bought. 

But who o'er-night obtain'd her Grace, 
She can next Day diſown, 

And flare upon the Strange- man's Face, 
As one ſhe ne er had known. 

So well il e can the Truth diſguiſe, 
Such artful Wonder frame, 


The Lover or diftruſts his Eyes, 


Or thinks *wwas all a Dream. 
Some, cenſure this as Lewd and Low, 
Who are to Bounty blind; 
For to forget what we. beſtow, 
Beſpeaks a noble Mind. 
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Doris, our Thanks nor g3kp,. nor needs, 
For all her Favours done: 5 

From her Love flows, as Light proceeds | 
Spontaneous from the Sun. 

On one or other, ſtill her Fires 

Diſplay their Genial Force 

And ſhe, like Sol, alone retires, 

To ſhine elſewhere of Courſe. 


1 
1 


To 5 * * E P. 
'E 1 E 0 2 


O sleep! thou Flatterer of happy Minds, 

How ſoon a troubled Breaſt thy Falſhood finds ! 
Thou common F riend, officious in thy Aid, 

Where no Diſtreſs is ſhows. nor Want betray'd : 

But oh, how ſwift, how ſure thou art to ſhun 

The Wretch,* by Fortune or by Love undone ! 

Where are thy gentle Dews, thy ſofter Pow'rs, 

Which us'd to wait upon my Midnight Hours ? 

Why doſt thou ceaſe thy hov'ring Wings to ſpread, | 

With friendly Shade around my reſtleſs Bed? 

Can no Complainings thy Compaſſion more? 

Is thy Antipathy ſo ſtrong to Love 

O no ! thou art the proſp'rous Lover 8 Friend, 

And doſt uncall'd his pleaſing Toils attend. 

With egual Kindneſs, and with Tival . 

Thy Slumbers lull him in his falr One s Arms; 

Or from her Boſom he to thine retires, 
Where ſooth'd with Eaſe, the panting Youth 2 
Till ſoft Repgſe reſtore his drooping Senſe, 1 


And Rapeurg js reliey'd a g 
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But oh, what Fortune does the Lover bear, 
Forlorn by thee, and haunted by Deſpair ! 

From racking Thoughts by no kind Slumber freed, 
But painful Nights his joyleſs Days fucceed, 
But why, dull God, do I of thee coriplain ?: 
Thou didſt not cauſe, nor canſt thou eaſe my Pain, 
Forgive what my diſtracting Grief has faid, 

T own, unjuftly I thy Sloth upbraid. 

For oft I have thy proffer'd Aid repell'd, 

And my Reluctant Eyes from Reſt withheld ; 
Implor'd the Muſe to break thy gentle Chains, 
And ſung with Philome/ my nightly Strains. 
With her I ſing, but ceaſe not with her Song, 
For more enduring Woes my Days prolong. 
The Morning Lark to mine accords his Nee, 

And tunes to my Diſtreſs his warbling Throat: 

Each ſetting and each riſing Sun I mourn, | 

Wailing alike his Abſence and Return. 

And all for thee What had I well nigh ſaid ? 
Let me not name thee, thou too charming Maid, 
No—- as the wing'd Muſicians of the Grove, 
Th' Aſſociates of my Melody and Love, 5 

In moving Sound alone relate their Pain, 

And not with Voice articulate complain; 

So ſhall my Muſe my tuneful Sorrows fing, : 
And loſe in Air ber Name from whom they ſpring. 

O may no wakeful Thoughts her Mind moleſt, 
Soft be her Slumbers, and fincere her Reſt: 

For her, O Sleep, thy balmy Sweets prepare; 1 
The Peace I loſe for her, to ber transfer. F 
Huſht as the falling Dews, whoſe noiſeleſs Show” ww 
Imperle the folded Leaves of Ev'ning Flow'rs, 
Steal on her Brow : And as thoſe Dews attend, 


Till warn'd by waking Day to re- aſcend; 


So wait thou for her Morn; then, gently riſe, 


And to the World reſtore the Day-break of her Eyes. 
TO 


£ a a. _ — 2 


* 5 1 


f 
1 
[ 
1 


| Prems upon ſeveral Occaſions. 297 
"Fe 
Sir Go prrREY K N 2 L L E Ry 
| Occaſion'd 
By Jenhpoidng Picture. 


I Yield, O Keller, to ſuperior Skill, 

Thy Pencil triumphs o'er the Poet's Quill; 
If yet my vanquiſh'd Muſe exert her Lays, 

It is no more to Rival thee, but Praiſe. 

Oft have I try'd, with unavailing Care, 

To trace ſome Image of the much loy'd Fair; 

But till my Numbers ineffectual prov'd, ; 
And rather ſhew'd how much, than whom, I lov'd. 
But thy unerring Hands, with matchleſs Art, | 
Have ſhewn my Eyes th' Impreſſion in my Heart; 
The bright Idea both exiſts and lives 
Such vital Heat thy genial Pencil gives: 

Whoſe daring Point, not to the Face confin'd, 

Can penetrate the Heart, and paint the Mind. 
Others ſome faint Reſemblance may expreſs, 
Which, as tis drawn by Chance, we find by Gueſs. 
Thy Pictures raiſe no Doubts, when brought to View, 
At once they're known, and ſeem to know us too. 
Tranſcendent Artiſt! How complete thy Skill ! 
Thy Pow'r to act, is equal to thy Will. 8 
Nature and Art, in thee, alike contend, 

Not to oppoſe each other, but befriend: 

For what thy Fancy has with Fire deſign d, 

Is by thy Skill, boch temper'd and refin d. 
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As in thy Pictures, Light conſents with Shade, 
And, each, to other is ſubſervient made, 
Judgment and Genius ſo concur in thee, 
And both unite in perfect Harmony. 

But after-Days, my Friend, muſt do thee Right, 
And ſet thy Virtues in unenvy'd Light. 
Fame due to vaſt Peſert, is kept in Store, 
Unpay'd, kill the Deſerver is no more. 
Yet, thou, in preſent, the beſt Part haft gain'd, 
And from the Choſen Few Applauſe obtain'd : | 
Ev'n He who beſt cou'd judge and beſt cou'd praiſe, 
Has high extoll'd thee, in his deathleſs Lays; 
Ev'n Dryden has immortaliz'd thy Name; 
Let that alone ſuffice thee, think That, Fame. 
Unfit I follow, where he led the Way, 
And court Applauſe, by what I ſeem to pay. 
Myſelf I praiſe, while .I thy Praiſe intend, 
For tis ſome Virtue, Virtue to commend : : 
And next to Deeds, which our own Honor raiſe, 5 
Is, to Fee them who merit Praiſe, 
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Tuer © U watchful Taper, by whoſe Stent Light 


I tonely paſs the melancholy Night; 
T hou faithful Witneſs of my ſecret Pain, 


Jo whom alone I venture to complain; 


O learn with me, my hopeleſs Love to moan z | | 
Com miſerate a Life fo like thy own, _ | 
Like thine, my Flames to my Deſtruction fm. 


Waſting that Heart, by which ſupply'd they burn. = 
1 f 5 FR 5 5 Like 
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Like thine, my Joy and Suffering they diſplay, 

At once, are Signs of Life, and Symptoms of Decay. 
And as thy fearful Flames the Day decline, | 
And only during Night preſume to ſhine ; 

Their humble Rays not daring to aſpire 

Before the Sun, the Fountain of their Fire: 

So mine, with conſcious Shame, and equal Awe, 

To Shades obſcure and Solitude withdraw); 

Nor dare their Light before her Eyes diſcloſe, 

From whoſe IG Beams their ene firſt aroſe. 
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be THE 


ART LO VB. 


Tranſlated into ENGLISH VERSE. 
WHEREIN, # 


He recommends Rules and Infruftions to the Fair 
Sex, in the Conduct of their Amours : After haut 
ing already compoſed two Books for the Uſe, of 
Men, upon 4 Jeme *” | 


HE Men 2 are arm'd, and for the Fight prepare; 
And now we muſt inſtruct and Arm the Fair. 
Both Sexes, well appointed, take the Field, | 


Hand mighty L Love determine which ſhall. yigld. 


My tender Bark requires a gentle Gale: 
A little Wind will fill a little Sail. 
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Man were ignoble, when, thus arm'd, to ow "Ip 

Unequal Force againſt a naked Foo: 

No Glory from ſuch Conqueſt can be gain'd, £1 

And Odds are always by the Brave dildain'd. 6 | 
But, ſome exclaim, what Frenſy rules your Mind? 

Would you increaſe the Craft of Woman-kind ! 

Teach them new Wiles and Arts: As well you may 

Inftru a Snake to bite, or Wolf to prey. 

But, ſure, too hard a Cenſure they purſue, - 

Who charge on alt, the Failings of a few. 

Examine, firſt, impartially each Fair, 

Then, as ſhe merits, or condemn, or ſpare, 

If (1) Menelaus, and. the King of Men, 

With juſtice, of their Siſter-Wives complain; 

If falſe (2) Eriphy/e for ſook her Faith, | 

And for Reward procur'd her Husband's Death ; 

Penelope (3) was Loyal til, and Chaſte, 

Tho twenty Years her Lord in Abſence paſs'd, 

Reflect how (4) Laedamia's Truth was try'd. 

Who, tho' in Bloom of Youth, and Beauty's Pride, 

To ſhare her Husband's Fate, untimely dy'd. 

Think kow (5) 4/cefes' Piety was prov'd, 

Who loſt her Life, to ſave the Man ſhe lov'd. 

Receive me, Capaneus, (6) Evadne cry d; 

Nor Death itſelf our Nuptials ſhall divide: 

To join thy Aſhes, pleas'd I fhall expire. 

She ſaid, and leap'd amid the Fun'ral Fire. 

Virtue (7) h herſelf a Goddeſs we confeſs, 

Both Female in her Name and in her Dreſs ; 

No Wonder then, if to her Sex inclin'd, 

She cultivates with Care a Female Mind. 

But theſe exalted Souls exceed tlie Reach 

Of that ſoft Art, which I pretend to teach. 
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Of ſportful Loves I ſing, and ſhew what Ways 7 
The willing Nymph muſt uſe, her Bliſs to raiſe, c 
And how to captivate the Man ſhe'd pleaſe. : 
Woman is ſoft, and of a tender Heart, | 
Apt to receive, and to retain Love's Dart: 
Man has a Breaſt robuſt, and more ſecure, 
It wounds him not ſo deep, nor hits ſo ſure. 
Men oft are falſe ; and if you fearch with Care, 
You'll find leſs Fraud imputed to the Fair. 
The faithleſs'(*) Jaſon from, Medea fled, 
And made Creii/a Partner of his Bed. 
Bright (9) Ariadne, on an unknown Shore, 
Thy 1 perjur d The/eus, did deplore. | 
If then, the wild Inhabitants of Air £77 ao 
Forbore her tender lovely Limbs to tear, 
It was not owing, The/eus, to thy Care. 
Enquire the Cauſe, and let Demopboon tell, 
Why (19) Philks by a Fate untimely fell. 
Nine times, in vain, upon the promis'd Day, 
She ſought th” appointed Shore, and view'd the Sea: ö 
Her Fall the fading Trees conſent to mourn, 
And ſhed their Leaves round her lamented Urn. 

The Prince ſo far for Piety renown'd, 

To thee, (1) Eliza, was unfaithful found? g 
To thee forlorn, and languiſhing with Grief, 
His Sword alone he left, thy laſt Relief. 

Ye ruin'd Nymphs, ſhall I the Cauſe impart 

Of all your Woes? Twas want of needful Art; 
Love, of itſelf, too quickly will expire; 

But powerful Art perpetuates Deſire. | 
Women had yet their Ignorance bewail'd, 

Had not this Art by Venus been reveal'd. 

Before my Sight the Cyprian Goddeſs ſhone, 
And thus ſhe ſaid ; What hawe poor Women done p 
Why is that aveak, defenceleſs Sex expos'd ; 

Dr ev'ry Side, by Men well arm d, inclus d ? | 
Twi 
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Texice are the Men inſtructed by thy Maſe, 

Nor muſt be now to teach the Sex. refuſe. 

The (ia Bard who injurd Helen in his Song, 
Recanted after, and redraſf'd the Wrong. © 

And you, if on my Favour you depend, 

The Cauſe of Wamen, while you live, defend, 

This ſaid, a Myrtle Sprig, which Berries bore, 
She gave me (for a Myrtle Wreath ſhe wore.) 
The Gift receiv'd, my Senſe inlighten'd grew, | 
And from her Preſence Inſpiration drew. 
' Attend, ye Nymphs, by Wedlock unconfin'd, 
And hear my Precepts, while ſhe prompts my Mind. 
Ev'n now, in Bloom of Youth, and Beauty's Prime, 
Beware of coming Age, nor waſte your Time: 

Now, while you may, and rip'ning Years invite, 


| 
Enjoy the ſeaſonable, ſweet Delight : 

For rolling Years, like ſtealing Waters, glide ; 8 
Nor hope to ſtop their ever-ebbing Tide: "9 ; 

Think not, bereafter will the Loſs repay; if X 
For ev'ry Morrow will the Taſte decay, C 1 
And leave leſs Reliſh than the former Day, | A 
| I've ſeen the Time, when on that wither'd Thorn, R 
The blooming Roſe. vy'd with the bluſhing Morn. - B 


With fragrant Wreaths I thence have deck'd Th Head, * 
And ſee, how leaf-leſs now, and how decay d! - ] 


And you, who now. the Loye-ſick Youth reject, = 
Will prove, in Age, what Pains attend Neglea. bay 4 = 
None, ' then, will preſs upon your Midnight Hours, 0 


Nor wake, to ſtrew your Street with Morning Flow'rs; 80 

Then nightly Knockings at your Door will ceaſe,” tl 

Whoſe noiſeleſs Hammer, then, may ruft in 22 
Alas, how ſoon a clear Complexion fades 

How ſoon a wrinkled Skin plump Fleſh invades! 

And what avails it, tho? the Fair One ſwears 

She from her Infancy had ſome gray, Hairs? 
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She grows all hoary in a few more Years, 25 


And then the venerable Truth appears. 


The Snake his Skin, the Deer his Horns may caſt, 
And both renew their Youth and Vigour paſs'd: 
But no Receipt can Human-kind relieve, 
Doom'd to decrepid Age, without Reprieve, 
Then crop the Flow'r which yet invites your Eye, 
And which, ungather'd, on its Stalk muſt die, 
Beſides, the tender Sex is form'd to bear, 
And frequent Births, too ſoon will Youth impair ; - 
Continual Harveſt wears the fruitful Field, 
And Earth itſelf decays, too often till d. i P04 
Thou didſt not, Cynthia, ſcorn the Lunden (13) Swain 
Nor thou, Aurora, (14) Cephatus diſdain; 
The Paphian Queen, who, for ('5) Adonis? Fate, 
so deeply mourn'd, and who laments him yet, 
Has not been found inexorable fince 3 ' 
Witneſs ('5) Harmonia, and the Dardan Prince, 
Then take Example, Mortals, from above, 
And like Immortals live, and like em love, 
Refuſe not thoſe Delights, which Men require, 
Nor let your Lovers languiſn with Defire. 
Falſe tho' they prove, what Loſs can you ſuſtain > 
Thence let a thouſand take, "twill all remain. 
Tho? conſtant Uſe, ev'n Flint and Steel impairs, | 
What you employ no Diminution fears. : 
Who would, to light a Torch, their Torch deny 7 
Or who can dread drinking an Ocean dry? 
Still Women loſe, you cry, if Men obtain : | 
What do they loſe, that's worthy to retain {'7) ? 
Think not this fad to proſtitute the Sex, oo 
But undeceive whom needleſs Fears perplex. 

Thus far a gentle Breeze ſupplies our Sail, 
Now lanch'd to Sea, we ask a brisker Gale! 9 4 
And, firſt, we treat of Drefs. The well. dreſsd View - > 


Produce: plumpeſt Grapes, and richeſt Wine ; 
And 
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And plenteous Crops of golden Grain are found, 
Alone, to grace well-cultivated Ground. | 
Beauty's the Gift of Gods, the Sex's Pride! 
Yet, to how many, is that Gift deny'd? 

Art helps a Face; a Face, tho' heav'nly fair, 
May quickly fade for want of needful Care, 

In ancient Days, if Women lighted Dreſs, 
Then Men were ruder too, and lik'd it leſs, 

If Hector's (18) Spouſe was clad in ſtubborn Stuff, 
A Soldier's Wife became it well enough. 

fax, to ſhield his ample Breaſt, provides 
Seven luſty Bulls, and tanns their ſturdy Hides ; 
And might not he, d'ye think, be well careſs'd, 
And yet his Wife not elegantly dreſs'd ? 

With rude Simplicity Rome firſt was built, 

Which now we ſee adorn'd, and carv'd, and gilt. 
This (is) Capitol with that of Old compare; 
Some other Fove, you'd think, was worſhipp'd there. 
That lofty Pile, where Senates dictate Law, 
When Jatius reign'd, was poorly thatch'd with Straw ; : 
And where 4polls's Fane refulgent ſtands, 

Was heretofore a Tract of Paſture-Lands. 

Let ancient Manners other Men delight ; 

But me the Modern pleaſe, as more Polite, | 
Not, that Materials now in Gold are wrought, 
And diſtant Shores for Orient Pearls are ſought ; 


or for, that Hills exhauſt their Marble Veins, 


And Structures riſe whoſe Bulk the Sea reſtrains; 
But, that the World is civiliz'd of late, | 
And poliſh'd from the Ruſt of former Date. 
Let not the Nymph with Pendants load her Ear, 
Nor in Embroid'ry, or Brocade appear 

Too rich a Dreſs may ſometimes check Defire ; 
And Cleanlineſs more animate Love's Fire. 


The Hair diſpos'd, may gain or loſe a Grace, 


And much become, or misbecome the Face. 
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What ſates your Features, of your Glaſs inquire, 

For no one Rule is fix d for Head-Attire. 

A Face too long ſhou'd part, and flat the Hair, 

Leſt, upward comb'd, the Length too much appear : 

So Laodamia dreſs'd, A Face too round, 

Shou'd ſhow the Ears, and with a Tour be crown'd. 

On either Shoulder, one, her Locks diſplays ; 

Adorn'd like Phœbus, when he ſings his Lays : 

Another, all her Treſſes ties behind; | 

So dreſs'd, Diana hunts the fearful Hind. 

Diſhevell'd Locks moſt graceful are to ſome ; 

Others, the binding Fillets more become: 

Some plat, like Spiral Shells, their braided Hair, 

Others, the looſe and waving Curl prefer. 

But, to recount the ſeveral Dreſſes worn, 

Which arifully each ſev'ral Face adorn, 

Were endleſs, as to tell the Leaves on Trees, 

The Beaſts on Alpine Hills, or Hybla's Bees. 

Many there are, who ſeem to ſlight all Care, 

And with a pleaſing Negligence inſnare; 

Whole Mornings oft, in ſuch a Dreſs are ſpent, 

And all is Art, that looks like Accident. 

With ſuch Diſorder (20) Jole was grac'd, 

When great Alcides firſt the Nymph embrac'd. 

So Ariadne came to Bacchus Bed, 

When with the Conqueror from Crete ſhe fled. 
Nature, indulgent to the Sex, repays 

The Loſſes they. ſuſtain, by various ways. 

Men ill ſapply thoſe Hairs they ſhed in Age, | 

Loſt, like Autumnal Leaves, when North-winds rage. 

Women, with Juice of Herbs, gray Locks diſguiſe, - 

And Art gives Colour which with Nature vies. 

The well-wove Tours they wear, their own are thought; 

But only are their own, as what they ve bought. 

Nor need they bluſh to buy Heads ready dreſs'd, 


And chooſe, at public Shops, what ſutes em beſt. 45 
Coſtly 
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Coſtly Apparel let the Fair One fly, 

Enrich'd with Gold, or with the Yrian Dye. 
What Folly muſt in ſuch Expence appear, 

When more becoming Colours are leſs dear? 
One, with a Dye is ting'd of lovely Blue: 
Such as, thro' Air ſerene, the Sky we view. 
With yellow Luftre ſee another ſpread, 

As if the Golden Fleece compos'd the Thread. 
Some, of the Sea green Wave the Caſt diſplay; 
With this, the Nymphs their beauteous Forms array: 
And ſome, the Saffron Hue will well adorn ; 

Such is the Mantle of the bluſhing Morn. 

Of Myrtle Berries, one, the Tincture ſhows ; _ 

In this, of Amethyſts, the Purple grows, 

And, that, more imitates the paler Roſe. 

Nor Thracian Cranes forget, whoſe filv'ry Plumes 
Give Patterns, which employ the mimie Looms. 
Nor Almond, nor the Cheſnut Dye diſclaim ; 
Nor others, which from Wax derive their Name. 
As Fields you find, with various Flow'rs o'erſpread, 
When Vineyards bud, and Winter's Froſt is fled ; 
SO various are the Colours you may try, 

Of which, the thirſty Wooll imbibes the Dye. 
Try ev'ry one, what beſt becomes you, wear; 
For no Complexion all alike can bear. 
If fair the Skin, black may become it beſt, 
In black the lovely Fair (*') Briſeis dreſs d:. 

If brown the Nymph, let her be cloth'd in White, 
Andromeda (7*) fo charm'd the wond'ring Sight. 
I need not warn you of too pow'rful Smells, 
Which, ſometimes Health, or kindly - Heat expels. 
Nor, from your tender Legs to pluck with Care 

The caſual Growth of all unſeemly Hair, 
'Tho' not to Nymphs of (23) Cauce/as I ſing, 
Nor ſuch who taſte remote the Myſan (26) Spring; 


Yet; 
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Yet, let me warn you, that, thro' no Neglect, 

You let your Teeth diſcloſe the leaſt Defet, 

You know the Uſe of White to make you fair, 

And how, with Red, loſt Colour to repair; 

Imperfect Eye-brows you by Art can mend, 

And Skin, when wanting, o'er a Scar extend, 

Nor need the Fair One be aſham'd, who tries, 

By Art, to add new Luſtre to her Eyes. | 

A little Book (5) I've made, but with great Care, 

How to preſerve the Face, and how repair. 

In that, the Nymphs, by Time or Chance annoy'd, 

May ſee, what Pains to pleaſe em I've employ'd. 

But, till beware, that from your Lover's Eye 

You keep conceal'd the Med' cines you apply: 

Tho' Art aſſiſts, yet muſt that Art be hid, 

Leſt, whom it would invite, it ſhould forbid. 

Who would not take Offence, to ſee a Face 

All daub'd, and dripping with the melted Greaſe? 

And tho' your Unguents bear th Athenian Name, 

The Wooll's unſav'ry Scent is ſtill the ſame. N 

Marrow of Stags, nor your Pomatums try, 

Nor clean your furry Teeth, when Men are by; 

For many Things, when done, afford Delight, 

Which yet, while doing, may offend the Sight. 

Even Myro's (*5) Statues, which for Art ſurpaſs 

All others, once were but a ſhapeleſs Maſs ; 

Rude was that Gold which now in Rings is worn, 

As once the Robe you wear was Wooll unſhorn. 

Think, how that Stone rough in the Quarry grew, 

Which, now, a perfect Venus ſhews to View. 

While we:ſuppoſe you ſleep, repair your Face, 

Lock'd from Obſervers, in ſome ſecret Place. 

Add the laſt Hand, before yourſelves you ſhow ; 

Your Need of Art, why ſhould your Lover know ? 

For many Things, when moſt conceal'd, are beſt ; 

And few, of ſtrict Enquiry, bear the Teſt, CE 
Thoſe 
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Thoſe Figures which in Theatres are ſeen, 

Gilded without, are common Wood within. 
But no Spectators are allow'd to pry, 

Till all is finiſn'd, which allures the Eye. 

Vet, I muſt own, it oft affords Delight, 

To have the Fair One comb her Hair in Sight; 
To view the flowing Honours of her Head 
Fall on her Neck, and o'er her Shoulders ſpread. 
But let her look, that ſne with Care avoid 
All fretful Humours, while ſhe's ſo employ'd ; 
Let her not ſtill undo, with peeviſh Haſte, 

All that her Woman does; who does her beſt. 
I hate a Vixon, that her Maid aſſails, 
And ſcratches with her Bodkin, or her Nails ; 
While the poor Girl in Blood and Tears muſt mourn, 
And her Heart curſes, what her Hands adorn, | 

Let her who has no Hair, or has but ſome, 
Plant Centinels before her Dreſſing-Room: 
Or in the Fane of the good Goddeſs dreſs, 
Where all the Male-kind are debarr'd Acceſs. 
Tis ſaid, that I (but *tis a Tale devis'd) 
A Lady at her Toilet once ſurpris'd ; 
Who ſtarting, ſnatch'd in haſte the Tour ſhe wore, 
And m a hurry, plac'd the hinder Part before. 
But on our Foes fall ev'ry ſuch Diſgrace, 
Or barb'rous Beauties of the Parthian Race. 
Ungraceful tis to ſee without a Horn 
The lofty Hart, whom Branches beſt adorn ; 
A leaf. leſs Tree, or an unverdant Mead; 
And as ungraceful is a hairleſs Head. 

But think not, theſe Inſtructions are defign'd 
For firſt-rate Beauties of the finiſh'd Kind: 
Not to a Semele, or (7) Leda bright, 
Nor an (**) Europa, theſe my Rules I write: 
Nor the fair Helen do I teach, whoſe Charms 
Stirr'd up Atrides, and all Greece, to Arms: 


Thee 
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Thee to regain, well was that War begun, 
And Paris well defended what he won ; 
What Lover, or what Husband would not fight 
In ſuch a Cauſe, where both are in the right ? 

The Croud I teach, ſome homely, and ſome fair; 
But of the former Sort, the larger Share. 
The handſom leaft require the Help of Art, 
Rich in themſelves, and pleas'd with Nature's Part. 
When calm the Sea, at eaſe the Pilot lies, 
But all his Skill exerts when Storms ariſe. 

Faults in your Perſon, or your Face, correct; 
And few are ſeen that have not ſome Defect. 
The Nymph too ſhort, her Seat ſhould ſeldom quit, 
Left, when ſhe ſtands, ſhe may be thought to fit ; 
And when extended on her Couch ſhe lies, 
Let Length of Petticoats conceal her Size, 
The Lean, of thick-wrought Stuff her Clothes ſhould chuſe, 
And fuller made than what the Plumper uſe. 
If Pale, let her the crimſon Juice apply; 
If Swarthy, to the (29) Pharian Varniſh fly. 
A Leg too lank, tight Garters ſtill muſt wear; 
Nor ſhould an ill-ſhap'd Foot be ever bare, 
Round Shoulders, (3?) bolſter'd, will appear the leaſt ; 
And lacing ftrait, confines too full a Breaſt. 
Whoſe Fingers are too fat, and Nails too coarſe, 
Should always ſhun much Geſture in Diſcourſe. 
And you, whoſe Breath is touch'd, this Caution take, 
Nor faſting, nor too near another ſpeak. 
Let not the Nymph with Laughter much abound, 
Whoſe Teeth are black, uneven, or unſound. 
You hardly think how much on this depends, 
And how a Laugh, or ſpoils a Face, or mends. 
Gape not too wide, leſt you diſcloſe your Gums, 
And loſe the Dimple which the Cheek becomes. 
Nor let your Sides too ſtrong Concuſſions ſhake, 
Leſt you the Softneſs of the Sex forſake. 
In 
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In ſome, Diſtortions quite the Face diſguiſe ; 
Another laughs, that you would think ſhe cries. 
In one, too hoarſe a Voice we hear betray'd, 
Another is as harſh as if ſhe bray'd. Ea 
What cannot Art attain ! Many, with eaſe, 


Have learn'd to weep, both when and how they pleaſe; 


Others, thro' Affectation, liſp, and find, 

In Imperfection, Charms to catch Mankind. 
Neglect no Means which may promote your Ends 
Now learn what way of Walking recommends, 
Too Maſculine a Motion ſhocks the Sight; 

But Female Grace allures with ſlrange Delight. 
One has an artful Swing and Jut behind, 


Which helps her Coats to catch the ſwelling Wind; 


Swell'd with the wanton Wind, they looſely flow, 
And ev'ry Step and graceful Motion ſhow. 
Another, like an (31) Umbriar's ſturdy Spouſe, 
Strides all the Space her Petticoat allows. 
Between Extremes, in this, a Mean adjuſt, 
Nor ſhew too nice a Gate, nor too robuſt. 

If ſnowy white your Neck, you ſtill ſhould wear 
That, and the Shoulder of the left Arm, bare. 


Such Sights ne'er fail to fire my am'rous Heart, 


And make me pant to kiſs the naked Part, 

(32) Sirens, tho Monſters of the ſtormy Main, 
Can Ships, when under Sail, with Songs, detain : 
Scarce could Les by his Friends be bound, 
When firſt he liſten'd to the charming Sound. 
Singing infinuates : Learn, all ye Maids; 

Oft, when a Face forbids, a Voice perſuades. 
Whether on Theatres loud Strains we hear, 

Or in Ruelle ſome ſoft Egyptian Air. 

Well ſhall ſhe fing, of whom I make my Choice, 
And with her Lute accompany her Voice, 
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The Rocks were ſtirr'd, the Beaſts to liſten ſtaid, _ 
When on his Lyre melodious (33), Orpheus play'd s 

Ev'n Cerberus and Hell that Sound obey'd. 

And Stones officious were, thy Walls to raiſe, 

O Thebes, attracted by (3+). Ampbion's Lays, 

The Dolphin, dumb itſelf, thy Voice admir'd, 

And was, (35) Arion, by thy Songs inſpir'd. 

Of ſweet (35) Callimachus the Works rehearſe, 
And read ( ) -Philetas and (38) Anacreon's Verſe, 
Terentian Plays may much the Mind improve; 
But ſofteſt (39) Sappbo beſt inſtructs to Love. 
Propertius, Gallus, and (4?) Tibullus read, 

And let (4') Varronian Verſe to theſe ſucceed, 
Then mighty Maro's Work with Care peruſe; 


Of all the Latian Bards the nobleſt Muſe. 


Even I, 'tis poſſible, in After-Days, 

May *ſcape Oblivion, and be nam'd with theſe. 

My labour'd Lines, ſome Readers may approve, 

Since Þ've inſtructed either Sex in Love. 

Whatever Book you read of this ſoft Art, 

Read with a Lover's Voice, and Lover's Heart. 
Tender Epiſtles too, by me are fram'd, 

A work before unthought of, and unnam'd. 

Such was your ſacred Will, O tuneful Nine! 


Such thine, 4po/o, and Lyeus, thine ! 


Still unaccompliſh'd may the Maid be thought, 
Who gracefully to Dance was never taught: 
That active Dancing may to Love engage, 
Witneſs the well-kept Dancers of the Stage. 
Of ſome odd Trifles I'm aſham'd to tell, 
Tho' it becomes the Sex to trifle well; 
To raffle prettily, or ſlur a Dye, 
Implies both Cunning and Dexterity. 
Nor is't amiſs at Cheſs to be expert, 
For Games moſt thoughtful, ſometimes, moſt divert. 


In vain you're Fair, while you remain unknown. 
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Learn ev'ry Game, you'll find it prove of Uſe; 

Parties begun at Play, may Love produce. _ 

But eaſier tis to learn how Bets to la, 

Than howto keep your Temper while you play. 

Unguarded then, each Breaſt is open laid, 

And while the Head's intent, the Heart's betray d. 

Then, baſe Deſire of Gain, then, Rage appears, 

Quarrels and Brawls ariſe, and anxious Fears ; 

Then, Clamours and Revilings reach the 'Sky, 

While loſing Gameſters all the Gods defy. 

Then horrid Oaths are utter'd ev'ry Caſt ; 

They grieve, and curſe, and ſtorm, nay weep at laſt. 

Good Fove avert ſuch ſhameful Faults as theſe, 

From ev'ry Nymph whoſe Heart's inclin'd to pleaſe, 

Soft Recrrations fit the Female-kind; | 

Nature, for Men, has rougher Sports defign'd: 

To wield the Sword, and hurl the pointed Spear ; 

To ſtop, or turn the Steed, in full Career. 
Tho' Martial Fields ill ſute your tender Frames, 

Nor may you ſwim in 7;ber's rapid Streams; 

Yet when So/'s burning Wheels from Leo drive, 

And at the glowing (#*) Virgin's Sign arrive, 

Tis both allow'd, and fit you ſhould repair 

To pleaſant Walks, and breathe refreſhing Air. 

To Pompey's (43) Gardens,' or the ſhady Groves 

Which Cz/ar honours, and which Phebus loves: 

% Phebus, who ſunk the proud gyptian Fleet, 

And made Auguſtus Victory complete. 1 

Or ſeek thoſe Shades, where Monuments of Fame 

Are rais'd, to Livia's and (45) Ofavia's Name; 

Or, where (46) Aerippa firſt adorn'd the Ground, 

When he with Naval Victory was crown'd. 

To Ji (4) Fane, to Theatres reſort ; 

And in the Circus ſee the noble Sport. 

In ev'ry public Place, by turns, be ſhown; 
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Should you, in ſinging, (48) Thamyras tranſcend ; 
Your Voice unheard, who cou'd your Skill commend? 
Had not (49) Apelles drawn the Sea-born Queen, 
Her Beauties, ſtill, beneath the Waves had been. 

Poets inſpir'd, write only for a Name, 

And think their Labours well repay'd with Fame, 
In former Days, I own, the Poets were 

Of Gods'and Kings the moſt peculiar Care 
Majeſtic Awe was in the Name allow'd, 

And, they, with rich Poſſeſſions were dowd. 
Lare (59) with Honours was by Scipio grac'd, 
And, next his own, the Poet's Statue plac'd, 

But now their Ivy Crowns bear no Eſteem, 

And all their Learning's thought an idle Dream. 
Still, there's a Pleaſure, that procecds from Praiſe: 
What could the high Renown of Homer raiſe, 

But that he ſung his //ad's deathleſs Lays ? 

Who could have been of (1 Danae's Charms aſſur'd, 
Had ſhe grown old, within her Tow'r immur'd ? 
This, as a Rule, let ev'ry N ymph purſue ; 

That *tis her Intreſt oft to come in View. 

A hungry Wolf at all the Herd will run, 


In hopes, thro' many, to make ſure of one. 


So, let the Fair the gazing Croud aſſail, 


That over one, at leaſt, ſhe may prevail. 


In ev'ry Place to pleaſe, be all her Thought; 


Where, ſometimes, leaſt we think, the Fiſh is caught. 
Sometimes, all Day, we hunt the tedious Foil, 
Anon, the Stag himſelf ſhall ſeek the Toil, 

How cou'd Andromeda once doubt Relief, 


Whoſe Charms were heighten'd and adorn'd by Grief? 


While yet ſhe weeps, may kindle new Deſire, 
And Hymer's Torch re light with Fun'ral Fire. 
Beware of Men who are too ſprucely dreſs'd; 
And look, you fly with Speed a Fop profeſs d. | 
Vor. III. O Such 


The widow'd Fair, who ſees her Lord expire, | 
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Such Tools, to you, and to a thouſand more, 

Will tell the ſame dull Story o'er and o'er. 

This way and that, unſteadily they rove, 

And never fix'd, are Fugitives in Love. 

Such flutt'ring things all Women ſure ſhould hate, 

Light, as themſelves, and more Effeminate. 

Believe me ; all I fay is for your Good; 

Had (52) Pri iam been believ'd, Troy ſtill had ſtood. 
Many, with baſe Deſigns, will Paſſion feign, 

Who know no Love, but ſordid Love of Gain. 

But let not powder'd Heads, nor effenc'd Hair, 

Your well-believing, eaſy Hearts inſnare. 

Rich Clothes are oft by common Sharpers worn, 

And Diamond Rings felonious Hands adorn. 

So, may your Lover burn with fierce Defire 

Your Jewels to enjoy, and beſt Attire, 

Poor Cl robb'd, runs crying thro? the Streets 

And as ſhe runs, Give me my own, repeats. 

How often, (+3) Venus, haſt thou heard ſuch Cries, 


And laugh'd amidſt thy Appian Votaries ? 


Some ſo notorious are, their very Name 
Muſt ev'ry Nymph whom they frequent, defame. 
Be warn'd by Ills, which others have deſtroy'd, 
And faithleſs Men with conſtant Care avoid. 
Truſt not a 7 he/ens, fair Athenian Maid, 
Who has ſo oft th' atteſting Gods berray'd. 
Ard thou, Demophoon, Heir to The/ſeus' Crimes, 
Halt loit thy Credit to all future Times. 

Promiſe for Promiſe, equally afford, 
But once a Contract made, keep well your Word. 
For, ſhe for any A& of Hell is fit, 
And, undiſmay 'd, may Sacrilege commit ; 
With impious Hands cou'd quench the veſtal Fire, 
Poiſon her Husband, in her Arms, for Hire, 
Who, firſt, to take a Lover's Gift complies, 


And then defrauds him, and-his Claim denies, 


But 
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But hold, my Muſe, check thy unruly Horſe, L 
And more in fight purſue th* intended Courſe. 
If Love Epiſtles, tender Lines impart, 


And Billet-doux are ſent to ſound your Heart, 
Let all ſuch Letters, by a faithful Maid, 


Or Confident, be ſecretly convey'd : 


Soon from the Words, you'll add if ind ik Care, 
When feign'd a Paſſion is, and when fincere. 
Ere in return you write, ſome time require; 
Delays, if not too long, increaſe Deſire: 
Nor let the preſſing Youth with Eaſe obtain, 
Nor yet refuſe him with too rude Diſdain. 
Now, let his Hopes, now let his Fears increaſe, 
But by degrees, let Fear to Hope give place. 
Beſure avoid ſet Phraſes, when you write, 
The uſual way of Speech is more polite, 
How have I ſeen the puzzled Lover vex'd, 
To read a Letter with hard Words perplex'd ! 
A Style too courſe, takes from a handſom Face, 
And makes us wiſh an uglier in its place. 
But ſince (tho' Chaſtity be not your Care) 
You from your Husband till wou'd hide th' Affair, 
Write to no Stranger, ?*till his Truth be try'd ; 
Nor in a fooliſh Meſſenger confide. 
What Agonies that Woman undergoes, 
Wheſe Hand the Traitor threatens to expoſe ; 
Who raſhly truſting, dreads to be deceiv'd, 
And lives for ever to that Dread inſlav d! 
Such Treachery can never be furpaſs'd, 
For. thoſe Diſcov'ries, ſure as Light'ning, blaſt : 
Might I adviſe, Fraud ſhou'd with Fraud be paid ; 
Let Arms repel ail who with Arms invade. 
But ſince your Letters may be brought to Light, 
What if in ſev'ral Hands you learn'd to write? 
My Curſe on him who firſt the Sex betray'd, 
And this Advice ſo neceſſary made. | 
O 2 Nor 
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Nor let your Pocket Book two Hands contain, 

Firſt, rub your Lover's out, then write again, 

Still one Contrivance more remains behind, 

Which you may uſe as a convenient Blind ; 

As if to Women writ, your Letters frame, 

And let your Friend to you ſubſcribe a Female Name. 

Now, greater things to tell, my Muſe prepare, 
And clap on all the Sail the Bark can bear. 

Let no rude Paſſions in your Looks find place; 
For Fury will deform the fineſt Face : 

It ſwells the Lips, and blackens all the Veins, 
While in the Eye a Gorgon Horror reigns. 

When on her Flute divine (4) Minerva play d, 
And in a Fountain ſaw the Change it made, 
Swelling her Cheek ; She flung it quick aſide ; 

Nor is thy Mufic ſo much evorth, ſhe ery'd. 

Look in your Glaſs, when you with Anger glow, 
And you'll confeſs, you ſearce yourſelves can know. 
Nor with exceſſive Pride infult'the Sight, | 
For gentle Looks, alone, to Love invite, 

Believe it as a Truth that's daily try'd, 

There's nothing more deteſtable than Pride. 

How have I ſeen ſome Airs Diſguſt create, 

« Like things which by Antipathy ave hate ! 

Let Looks with Looks, and Smiles with Smiles be paid, 
And when your Lover bows, incline your Head, 

So, Love preluding, plays at firſt with Hearts, 
And after wounds with deeper piercing Darts. 

Nor me a melancholy Miſtreſs charms ; 

Let ſad (+5) Tecmeſſa weep in Ajax Arms. 

Let mourning Beauties, ſullen Heroes move; 

We chearful Men, like Gaiety in Love. 

Let Hector in Andromache delight, 

Who, in bewailing Troy, waſtes all the Night. 

Had they not both borne Children (to be plain) 

I ne'er cou'd think they'd with their Husbands lain. 
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I no Idea in my Mind can frame, 

That either one or “other doleful Dame, | 

Cou'd toy, cou'd fondle, or cou'd call their Lords 

My Life, my Soul ; or ſpeak. endearing Words, 

W by, from Compariſons ſhou'd I refrain, 

Or, fear ſmall things by greater to explain! 

Obſerve what Conduct prudent Gen rals uſe, 

And how their ſev'ral Officers they chuſe; 

To one, a Charge of Infantry commit, 

Another, for the Horſe, is thought more fit. 

80 you your ſev'ral Lovers ſhould ſelect, 

And, as you find em qualify'd, direct. 

The wealthy Lover ſtore of Gold ſhould ſend ; 

The. Lawyers ſhould, in Courts, your Cauſe defend. 

We, Who wriie V er ſe, with Verſe alone ſhould bribe; 

Moſt apt to Love is all the tuneful Tribe. 

By us, your Fame ſhall thro' the World be blaz's ; 

So (55) Nemeſis, fo Cynthia's Name was rais'd, 

From Eaſt to Weſt, Lycoris' Praiſes ring: 

Nor are Corinna's ſilent, whom we ſing. 

No Fraud the Poet's ſacred Breaſt can bear; 

Mild are his Manners, and his Heart ſincere: 

Nor Wealth he ſeeks, nor feels Ambition's Fires, 

But ſhuns the Bar; and Books and Shades requires. 

Too faithfully, alas! we know to Love, 

With Eaſe we fix, but we with Pain remove; 

Our ſofter Studies with our Souls combine, 

And, both, to Tenderneſs our Hearts incline, 

Be gentle, Virgins, to the Poet's Pray'r, 

The God that fills him, and the Muſe, revere ; 

Something Divine is in us, and from Heav'n 

Th' inſpiring Spirit can alone be giv'n. 

»Tis Sin, a Price from Poets to exact; 

But 'tis a Sin no Woman fears to act. 

Yet hide, howe' er, your Avarice from Sight, 

Leſt you too ſoon your new Admirer fright. 
O 3 As 
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As skilful Riders rein, with diff'rent force, 


A new-back'd Courſer, and a well-train'd Horſe ; 1 
Do you, by diff'rent Management, engage D 
The Man in Vears, and Vouth of greener Age. | 

This, while the Wiles of Love are yet unknown, ] 
Will gladly cleave to you, and you alone : 
With kind Careſſes oft indulge the Boy, | 
And all the Harveſt of his Heat enjoy. 4 
Alone, thus bleſs'd, of Rivals moſt beware ; 


Nor Lowe, nor Empire, can a Rival bear. 

Men more diſcreetly love, when more mature, 

And many things, which Youth diſdains, endure 

No Windows break nor Houſes ſet on Fire, 

Nor tear their own, or Miſtreſſes Attire. 

In Youth, the boiling Blood gives Fury vent, 

But, Men in Years, more calmly Wrongs reſent, 

As Woods when green, or as a Torch when wet, 

They flowly burn, but long retain their Heat. 

More bright is youthful Flame, but ſooner dies; 

Then, ſwiftly ſeize the Joy that ſwiftly flies. 
Thus all betraying to the beanteous Foe, 

How, ſurely to inſlave ourſelves, we ſhow. 

To truſt a Traitor, you'll no Scruple make, 


Who is a Traitor only for your ſake. 


Who yields too ſoon, will ſoon her Lover loſe 
Wou'd you retain him long, then long refuſe. 
Oft, at your Door, make him for Entrance wait, 
There let him Jie, and threaten and intreat. 
When cloy'd with Sweets, Bitters the Taſte reſtore ; 
Ships, by fair Winds, are ſometimes run aſhore. 
Hence ſprings the Coldneſs of a marry'd Life, 
The Husband, when he pleaſes, has his Wife. 
Rar but your Gate, and let your Porter cry 
Here's no Admittance, Sir; I muſt deny: 
The very Husband, ſo repuls'd, will find 
A growing Inclination to be kind, 


Thus 
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J, now, ſharp Weapons for the Sex provide; 
Nor doubt, againſt myſelf, to ſee em try'd. 

When, firſt, a Lover you deſign to charm, 
Beware, leſt jealouſies his Soul alarm; 
Make him believe, with all the Skill you can, 
That he, and only he's the happy Man. 
Anon, by due degrees, ſmall Doubts create, 
And let him fear ſome Rival's beiter Fate. 
Such little Arts make Love its Vigour hold, 
Which elſe wou'd languiſn, and too ſoon grow old. 
Then ſtreins the Courſer to out- ſtrip the Wind, 
When one before him runs, and one he hears behind. 
Love, when extinct, Suſpicions may revive; 
I own, when mine's ſecure, tis ſcarce alive. 
Yet, one Precaution to this Rule belongs; 
Let us at moſt ſuſpect, not prove our Wrongs. 
Sometimes, your Lover to incite the more, 
Pretend, your Husband's Spies beſet the Decor: 
Tho' free as (57) Thais, ſtill affect a Fright; 
For, ſeeming Danger heightens the Delight. 
Oft let the Vouth in thro' your Window ſteal, 
Tho' he might enter at the Door as well; 
And, ſometimes, let your Maid Surpriſe pretend, 
And beg you in ſome Hole to hide your Friend. 
Vet, ever and anon, diſpel his Fear, 
And let him taſte of Happineſs ſincere; 
Leſt, quite diſhearten'd with too much Fatigue, 
He ſhould grow weary of the dull Intrigue. 

But J forget to tell, how you may try 
Both to evade the Husband, and the Spy. 

That Wives ſhou'd of their Husbands ſtand in Awe, 
Agrees with Juſtice, Modeſty, and Law : 
But, that a Miſtreſs may be lawful Prize, 
None but her Keeper, I am ſure, denies, 

O 4 For 


Thus far, with Foils you've fought, thoſe laid aſide, 
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For ſuch. fair Nymph, theſe Precepts are defign'd, 
Which neter can fail, join'd with a willing Mind. 
Tho' tuck with (5*) Argus' Eyes your Keeper were, 
Advis'd by me, you ſhall elude his Care. 
When you to waſh or bathe retire from Sight, 
Can be obſerve what Letters then you write? 
Or, can his Cantien againſt ſuch provide, 
Which, in her Breaſt; your Confident may hide? 
Can he the Note beneath her Garter view, | 
Or that, which, more conceal'd, is in her Shoe? 
Yet, theſe perceiv'd, you may her Back undreſs, 
And, writing on her Skin, your Mind expreſs. 44 
New Milk, or pointed Spires of Flax, when green, 
Will Ink ſupply, and Letters mark unſeen. ns 
Fair will the Paper ſhow, nor can be read, 
[ill all the Writing's with warm Aſhes ſpread, 
Acrifius was, with all his Care, betray'd; 
And in his Tow'r of Braſs, a Grandfire made. 
Can Spies avail, when you to Plays reſort, 
Or in the Circus view the noble Sport? 
Or, can you be to % Fane purſu'd, 
Or Cybele's, whoſe Rites all Men exclude ? 
Tho' . Servants to the Bagnio come, 
They're ne'er admitted to the Bathing- room. 
Or, when ſome ſudden Sickneſs you pretend, 
May you not take to your Sick-bed a Friend? 
Falſe Keys a private Paſſage may procure, 
If not, there are more Ways beſides the Door. 
Sometimes, with Wine, your watchful Follow'r treat; 
When drunk, you may with eaſe his Care defeat: 
Or, to prevent too ſudden a Surpriſe, 
Prepare a fleeping Draught, to ſeal his Eyes: 
Or let your Maid, ſtill longer time to gain, 
An Inclination for his Perſon feign; 
With faint Reſiſtance let her drill him on, 


And, after competent Delays, be won. 
| But, 
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But, what need all theſe various doubtful Wiles, 


Since Gold the greateſt Vigilance beguiles? 


Believe me, Men and Gods with Gifts are pleas'd ; 


Ev'n angry Fove with Off rings is appeas'd. 

With Preſents, Fools and Wiſe alike are caught; 

Give but enough, the Husband may be bought. 

But let me warn you, when you bribe a Spy, 

That you for ever his Connivance buy; 

Pay him his Price at once, for with ſuch Men 

Yow'll know no End of giving now and then. 
Once, I remember, I with Cauſe complain'd, 

Of Jealouſy occafion'd by a Friend. ; 

Believe me, Apprehenſions of that kind, 

Are not alone to qur falſe Sex confin'd. 

Truſt not, too far, your She-Companion's Truth, 

Left ſhe ſometimes ſhou'd intercept the Youth: 

The very Confident that lends the Bed, 

May entertain your Lover, in your ſtead. 

Nor keep a Servant with.too fair a Face, 

For ſuch I've known ſupply her Lady's Place. 
But, whither do I run with heedleſs Rage, 
Teaching the Foe unequal War to wage? 

Did ever Bird the Fowler's Net prepare? 

Was ever Hound inſtructed by the Hare? 

But all Self-ends and Int'reſt ſet apart, 

I'll faithfully proceed to teach my Art. 

Defenceleſs and unarm'd expoſe my Lite, 

And for the (59) Lemnian Ladies, whet the Kaife, 
. Perpetual Fondneſs of your Lover feign, 

Nor will you find it hard, Belief to gain ; 

Full of himſelf, he your Defign will aid: 

To what we wiſh, 'tis eaſy to perſuade. 

With dying Eyes, his Face and Form ſurvey, 

Then, ſigh, and wonder he ſo long cou'd ſtay: 

Now, drop a Lear, your Sorrows to aſſwage, 

Anon, reproach him, and pretend to rage. 
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Such Proofs as theſe, with all Diſtruſt remove, 
And make him pity your exceſſive Love. 
Scarce to himſelf will be forbear to cry, 
How can I let this poor fond Creature die? 

But chiefly, one, ſuch fond Behaviour fires, 
Who courts his Glafs, and his own Charms admires, 
Proud of the Homage to his Merit done, | 
He'll think a Goddeſs might with eaſe be won. 

Light Wrongs, be ſure, you ſtill with Mildneſs dean, 

Nor ſtraight fly out, when you a Rival fear. 
Let not your Paſſions oer your Senſe prevail, 
Nor credit lightly ev'ry idle Tale. 

Let Procris' Fate a ſad Example be 
Of what Effects attend Credulity. 

Near, where his purple Head Hymettus ſhows 
And flow'ring Hills, a facred Fountain flows; 
With ſoft and verdent Turf the Soil is ſpread, | 
And ſweetly-ſmelling Shrubs the Ground o'erſhade. 
There, Roſemary and Bays their Odours join, 
And with the fragrant Myrtle's Scent combine. 
There, Tamarisks with thick-leav'd Box are found, 
And Cytiſſus, and Garden Pines, abound. 

While thro' the Boughs, ſoft Winds of Zephyr paſs, 
Tremble the Leaves, and tender tops of Graſs. 
Hither, wou'd Cephalus retreat to Reſt, 

When tir'd with Hunting, or with Heat oppreſt : 
And, thus, to Air, the panting Youth wou'd pray, 
Come, gentle Aura, come, this Heat allay, | 
But ſome Tale- bearing too officious Friend, 

By chance, o'er heard him as he thus complain'd ; 
Who, with the News to Procris quick repair'd, 
Repeating Word for Word what ſhe had Rad: 
Soon as the Name of Aura reach'd ber Ears, 

With Jealouſy ſurpris'd, and fainting Fears, 

Her roſy Colour fled her lovely Face, 

And Agonies, like Death, ſupply'd the place; 
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Pale ſhe appear'd as are the falling Leaves, 
When firſt the Vine the Winter's Blaft receives. 
Ot ripen'd Quinces, ſuch the yellow Hue, 
Or, when unripe, we Cornel-berries view. 
Reviving from her Swoon, her Robes ſhe tore, 
Nor her own faultleſs Face to wound, forbore. 
Now, all diſhevell'd, to the Wood ſhe flies, 
With (60) Bacchanalian Fury in her Eyes. 
Thither arriv'd, ſhe leaves, below, her Friends; 
And, all alone, the ſhady Hill aſcends, 
What Folly, Procris, o'er thy Mind prevaiPd ? 
What Rage, thus, fatally, to lie conceal'd? 
W hoe'er this Aura be (ſuch was thy Thought) 
She, now, ſhall in the very Fact be caught. 
Anon, thy Heart repents its raſh Deſigns, 
And now to go, and now to ſtay inclines : | 
Thus, Love, with Doubts perplexes ſtill thy Mind, 
And makes thee ſeek. what thon muſt dread to find. 
But ſtill thy Rival's Name rings in thy Ears, 
And more ſuſpicious ſtill the Place appears: 
But more than all, exceſſive Love deceives, 
Which, all it fears, too eafily believes. 

And, now, a Chilneſs run thro? ev'ry Vein, 
Soon as ſhe ſaw where Cephalus had lain. 
*T'was Noon, when he again retir'd, to ſhun 
The ſcorching Ardcr of the Mid-day Sun ; 
With Water, firſt, he ſprinkled o'er his Face, 
Which glow'd with Heat ; then fonght his uſual Place. 
Procris, with anxious but with filent Care, 
View'd him extended, with his Boſom bare; 
And heard him, ſoon, th' accuſtom'd Words repeat, 
Come Zephyr, Aura come, allay this Heat: 
Soon as ſhe found her Error, from the Word, 
Her Colour and her Temper were reſtor'd. 
With Joy ſhe roſe, to claſp him in her Arms: 
But, Cepbaſus, the ruſtling Noiſe alarms ; 
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Some Beaſt, he thinks; he in the Buſhes hears, - 
And ſtraight, his Arrows, and his Bow prepares. 
Hold ! hold ! unhappy Vouth! I call in vain, 
With thy own Hand thou haſt thy Procris ſlain. 
Me, me, (ſhe cries) thou'ſt avounded with thy Dart ! 


But Cephalus awas awont to abound this Heart. 


= Fed; Lighter on my Apes, Earth will lie, 


Since, tho untimely, I unrival'd die: 
Come, cloſe with thy dear Hand my Eyes in Death, 
Tealous of Air, to Air I yield my Breath. 
Cloſe to his heavy Heart, her Cheek he laid, 
And waſh'd, with reaming Tears, the Wound he made; 
At length, the Springs of Life their Currents leave, 
And her laſt Gaſp, her Husband's Lips receive. 

Now, to purſue our Voyage we mult provide, 


Till, ſafe to Port our weary Bark we guide. 


You may expect, perhaps, I now ſhou'd teach 
What Rules, to Treats and Entertainments reach. 
Come not the firſt, invited to a Feaſt; 

Rather, come laſt, as a more grateful Gueſt. 
For, that, of which we fear to be depriv'd, 
Meets with the ſureſt Welcome, .when arriv'd. 
Beſides, Complexions of a courſer kind, 

From Candle-light, no ſmall Advantage find. 
During the time you eat, obſerve ſome Grace, | 
Nor let your unwip'd Hands beſmear your Face; 

Nor, yet, too ſquesmiſhly your Meat avoid, 
Left we ſuſpect you were in private cloy'd. | 
Of all Extremes in either kind beware, l 
And ſtill, before your Belly's full, forbear. 

No Glutton Nymph, however Fair, can wound, 


— 


Tho' more than Helen ſhe in Charms abound. a 
T own, I think, of Wine the mod'rate uſe, | 
More ſuits the Sex, and ſooner finds Excuſe ; 4 
It warms the Blood, adds Luſtre to the Eyes, 4 
And Wine and Love have always been Allies, j 


But, 
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But, carefully from all Intemp'rance keep, 
Nor drink 'till you ſee double, liſp, or ſleep. 

For in ſuch Sleeps, Brutalities are done, FAO 
Which, tho? you lothe, you have no Power to ſhun. 
And now thiinftruted Nymph from Table led, 

Shou'd next be taught, how to behave in Bed. 

But Modeſty forbids : Nor more, my Muſe, 
With weary Wings, the labour'd Flight purſues; 
Her purple (51) Swans unyoak'd, the Chariot leave, 
And needful Reſt (their Journey done) receive. 

Thus, with impartial Care, my Art I ſhow, 
And equal Arms, on either Sex beſtow : | 
While Men and Maids, who by my Rules improve, 
Ovid, muſt own, their Maſter is in Love. 


„ 
—— 


NOTES upon the foregoing 


TRANSLATION. 


I Gamemnon and Menelaus, two Brothers, marry'd 
tavo Siſters, Clytemneſtra and Helena, bath of em 

preferr'd Galants to their Husbands Beds. | 
2 Eriphyle, Daughter of Talaon, King of Argos, for 


the ſake of a Golden Chain, perſuaded her Husband Amphi- 


araus 70 go to the Theban War, in which ſhe knew be mf 
be lain. 

3. Penelope, Daughter of Tcarus and Polycaſta, avis 
married to Ulyſſes, and much celebrated by the Ancients fur 


her invincible Chaſtity. 
When Laodamia heard her Husband Proteſilaus abs 


kill'd in the Trojan War, ſhe paſſionately defired to ſee his 
Ghoſt, avhich being granted her by the Gods, fe embraced 


at /o Rel that ſhe periſh'd in the Embrace. 
5 See 
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5 She offer d to die to lengthen her Hu:band Admetus's 
Life. 

55 Evadne the Daughter of I phias marry'd Capaneus, 
avho. fignaliz'd himſelf in the Theban War, | 

7 Virtue was repreſented at Rome in a Waman's Habit, 
and had a Temple and Altars dedicated to her. 

8 Jaſon, the Son of AEſon, marry'd Medea the King of 
Colchos's Daughter, who had affifled him in carrying off 
the Golden Fleece, but afterwards forſook her, and marry'd 
Creuſa Daughter to the King of Corinth 

9 Ariadne, the Daughter of Minos King of Crete, being 
in Love with Theſeus, conducted him out of the Labyrinth, 
by the Means of a Clew of Thread. She fled from Crete 
avith Theſeus, who tf? her on a barren Shore, and ſpe 
vas afterwards mass a to Bacchus. | 

10 Phyllis, Daughter of Lycurgu: King of Thrace, de- 
pairing of the Return of Demophoon, Son of Theſeus, 10 
ewhom foe had granted her laſt Favours, was transform'd 
into an Almond Tree as ſhe was going to hang herſelf 

11 Hneas and Dido. The pious Hero excus'd his Falſ- 
hood by the Injundtion of the Gods. 

12 The Poet Steſichorus wrote a bitter Satire againſt 
Helen, for which her Brothers Caſtor and Pollux Plack'd 
out his Eyes ; but having recanted ſome time after in his 
Palinodia, @ Poem quite contrary to the former, be was re- 
flored to his Sight, 

13 Endymion, <vith wvhom the Moon fell in Love, FRY 
deſcended ta converſe with him on Mount Latmos in Caria. 

14 Aurora being in Love with Cephalus, who had mar- 
15 Procris the King of Athens his Daughter, feund him jo 
invincibly conſiant to his Wife, that, tis ſaid, ſhe was forc'd 
to rawiſb him. The Reader will meet avith a fuller Account 
of him at the End of this Book. 

i5 Adonis the Son of Cynaras, King of Cyprus, vas 


Jain by a Boar as he was a . to the unexpreſſi ble 


GO of the Goddeſs Venus, 
16 Har- 
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16 Harmonia, or Hermione, «vas the Daughter of Ve- 
nus by the God Mars, as was the Dardan Prince Eneas 


her Son by Anchiſes. 
17 Still Women loſe, you cry, &c, 


Et tamen ulla viro mulier non expedit, inquit: 
Quid, niſi quam ſumis, dic mihi perdis aquam ? 


Theſe Verſes are not barely tranſlated to the literal Senſe 


which is conceiv'd to be in em; but paraphras'd according to 
the Interpretation of Heinſius, who ſeems truly to underſtand 
the Text, tho" differing in his Conjecture from Scaliger and 
other Commentators. If any Reader is curious enough to con- 
fult the Commentary of Henſius on this Place, he will find 
by other Inflances cited from Ovid, that aquam ſumere ava. 
4 Phraſe appropriated to a particular Time and Cuſtom among 
Women. This had not been inſiſted on here, had it not been 
the only Paſſage in this Book which all other Commentators 
but Heinſius have render'd unintelligible; for otheraviſe the 
Verſes are not very conſiderable: And the moſt which Ovid 
fays in this Place, is no more than if ſpeaking of eating he 
had ſaid, Why ſhould any one ſcruple to uſe their Hands; 
when it can coſt em nothing but a little Water to waſh 
'em afterwards, which is not worth ſaving ? | 

18 Andromache, the Wife Hector, is always repre- 
ſented as a plain fort of Woman. 8 

19 The Capitol was a Hill in Rome, fo called from a 
Man's Head, auhich was found there as the Romans avere 
digging the Foundation of the Temple of Jupiter. 

20 Iole, Daughter of Eurytus, King of Oechalia, and 
Wife to Hercules. He took her from her Father by Force, 
becauſe the King would not conſent to it when he return'd 
from Ætolia, where he had marry d Deianira. | 

21 Hippodamia the Daughter of Briſes, from thence 

call'd Briſeis, fell by Lat to Achilles at the Sack of Lyr- 


neſſus. ä | 
22 An- 
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22 Andromeda, the Daughter of Cepheus King of 


Ethiopia, vas for her Mother's Pride expoſed to be de- 
voured by an horrible Sea-Monſter, but being reſcued by 
Perſeus, /he was afterward marry'd to him. 

23 Caucaſus is a Mountain which ſtretches itſelf from 
the Eaſt-Indies to Mount Taurus, but goes by ſeveral 
Names, according as it is inhabited by ſeveral Nations. 

24 Myſia is @ Country in Alia Minor bordering upon 
Troas, remarkable for nothing more than the Worthleſneſs of 
its Inhabitants. Ovid ſaith he is addreſſing himſeif to the 
polite Roman Ladies, and not to the wild Inhabitants of 
Caucaſus and Myſia. 

25 He means his Book de Medicamine Faciei, * which 
we have ſome Fragments remaining. 

26 There were two famous Statuaries of this Man one 
a Lycian, and the other of Eleuthera. 


27 Semele, the Daughter of Cadmus, and Mother of 


Bacchus by Jupiter, having the Curtefity to enjoy the God 
in his Celeftial Majeſty, aas burnt by Lightning, Leda 
was the Daughter of Theſtius, and the Wife of Tyndarus 
King of Oebalia: Jupiter in the Shape of a Swan enjoy'd 
her as ſhe was bathing in the River Eurotus. 

28 Europa, the Daughter of Agenor King of Pheœnicia, 
avas raviſhd by Jupiter in the Shape of a Bull. 

29 Pharos was a little Iſland at the Mouth of the Nile, 
aboundins with Crocodiles, the Entrails of which were 
excellent to take off F. ane or "Spots in the Face, and 
aohiten the Skin. 

30 Anale&tides, Alle Bolfters of Flecks. The fame * 
vention is us'd in ou. Days, both for this Defee in Women, 
and in calbd Stockings for the Men. And tis ſatisfafory 
to the Curious to know the Faſhion is 1800 Tears old. © 

31 The Umbrians inhabited a Country joining to the Ap- 
penine Hills, which run from Savona, on the Coaſi of Genoa, 
to the Sicilian Straits. This Nation were reckon'd as ruſtic 
in their Manners, as ſtrong in Bodies, and Se of Heart. 
f | 1he 
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The Poet gives us, in an Umbrian Woman, a juſt Idea of 
a Modern Peaſant's Wife. | 

32 The Sirens were three in Number, Parthenope, 
Leucoſia, and Ligia, Half Women, and half Fiſh. One 
made uſe of her Voice, the ſecond of her Lyre, and the third 

, her Flute. Their Haunt was on the Cogft of Sicily, 
where they charm'd Vayagers, but Ulyſſes eſcap'd them. 

33 Orpheus was /o s4ilful in playing on the Lyre, that 
is faid he drew after him Trees and wild Beaſts, and 
charmed Hell with his Muſic, whither he went to recover 
his Wife Eurydice. | 

34 Amphion, the Son of Jupiter and Antiope, is /aid 
to have built the Walls of Thebes by the Sound of his Lyre. 

Arion evas @ Muſician of Lesbos. Hawing pot a 
great deal of Money in his Traault, the Sailors robb'd him 
and threw him over-board as he was returning home by 
Sea; but,a Dolphin, tharm'd with his Muſic, convey d him 
on his Back /af+ to Peloponneſus, where he procured Perian- 
der to put the Sailors to Death. | 

36 Callimachus, the Sun of Battus, was hok'd upon 
to be one of the wittieft and politeft Men of his Age. 

37 Philetas was 4 Native of Coos, an Iſland in the 
ÆEgean Sea; he avas a celebrated Poet, and Writer of Elegies, 
and flouriſh'd under Philip, and his Son Alexander the Great. 

38 Anacreon was a Lyric Peet of Teios ; being a great 
Lower of Wine, he chok'd himſelf with a Grape-ſtone as 
he was drinking. = 

39 Sappho was born at Mitylene in the Je of Lesbos : 
She wwrit nine Books of Elegies, and ſeveral Epigrams and 
Satires, Her Sentiments awere very tender in her Verſes, 
for which Reaſon Ovid recommends 'em. According to ſome 
Authors, ſhe flung herſelf into the Sea, becauſe Phaon neg- 
lected her. . | 

450 Theſe three were celebrated Poets of the Auguſtan Age. 

Propertius was a Native of Umbria, and very much eſteem- 

ed by Mecznas. Gallus commanded under Auguſtus i © 
Egypt; 


| : 
| 
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Egypt; and Tibullus was no leſs remarkable for his Wit, 
than his Gallantry and Profufion. 

41 Publius Terentius Varro Atacinus, of the Province 
of Gallia Narbonenſis, was in Lowe with a Lady call'd 
Leucadia, ahm he celebrated in his Poetry. 

42 The Poet means the Summer-Seaſon, when the Sun 
paſſes through Cancer, Leo, and Virgo. 

43 Theſe were the moſt noted Gardens in Rome, and in 
the Field of Mars, 

44 *Tis ſaid Phoebus deſcended at the Battle if AQtium, 
and was preſent on the Romans Side when Auguſtus beat 
Mark Anthony. 

45 OQavia's Portico built near Marcellus's Theatre. 

46 Agrippa marry'd Julia, Auguftus's Daughter by 
Scribonia, and his Father-in-law honour d bim nwith 'a 
Nawal Crown after he beat Pompey in Sicily. One of the 
Porticos in Rome was built or nam d by Agrippa. 

47 Ovid gives us to underſtand, in his firſt Book of my 
Art of Lowe, that People frequented the Temple of Iſis, 
purpoſe to carry on their amorous Intrigues. 

48 Thamyras, the Son of Philammon, was a Poet, and 
one of the greateſt Muſicians of his Time: Hawing gain d the 
Prize of Singing at the Pythic Games, he met the Muſes in 
his Return homewards, and had the Inſolence to give them 
a Challenge, fancying he could out-do them in that Art ; at 
which the Daughters of Jupiter were ſo enrag'd that they 
deprived him of his Reaſon, or as Diodorus ſays they tock 


from him his Voice, and his Art of playing on the Lute. 


49 Apelles was for his great Skill call'd the Prince of 
Painters ; his Maſter- piece was reckon'd the Venus ri/ing 
out of the Sea, of which Ovid ſpeaks in this Place. 

50 Ennius was the fit Roman that wrote Annals in 
Heroic Verſe ; his Subject was the Wars of Italy, and par- 
ticularly the Second Punic War, which he did to compli- 
ment his Friend and Patron Scipio, in whoſe Tomb he was 

Bury a, 
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Bury d. and who placed the Poet's Statue near his own, 
ewhich ſhows how highly he honour d him. 

51 Danae Daughter of Acrifius, King of Argos; . bo 
hawing conſulted the Oracle, and being told he ſhould be 
kilPd by her Son, ſhut her up in a Brazen Tower to prevent 
11. But Jupiter transforming himſelf into a Golden Shower, 
brib'd her Keepers, and got her auith Child; which, being 
born, «was the renoaun d Perſeus. Her Father commanded 
bath the Babe and his Mother to be thrown into the Sea; 
but being fortunately caſt aſhore, on one of the Iſlands calld 
Cyclades, the King of the Iſland marry'd the Mother; and 
Perſeus, when he was grown up, unwittingly kill'd his 
G andſather. 

52 Priam, King of Troy, and Father of Paris who 


Hole Helen, avas for reſtoring her to the Greeks wvhen they 


demanded her by their Ambaſſadors 3 ; but other Councils pre- 
wailing, the War enſu'd, which ended in the Deſtruction of 
Troy, and the Death of Priam, 4vho aas killd by Pyr- 


 rhus, Son of Achilles, after forty Years Reign. 


53 The Temple of Venus ford in the Appian Way, and 
avas much frequented by the intriguing Roman Ladies, who 
came thither to meet their Sparks. 

54 Minerva playing on her Flute by a River Side, and 
obſerving in the Water aubat Grimaces it obliged her to 
make, flung away the Inſtrument in a Paſſion, 

55 Tecmeſla, the Daughter of Teuthrantes a Phrygian 
Prince, wwas taken Priſoner by the Grecians, and fell to 


Ajax his Lot, upon the Diviſion of the Spoil. 


56 Theſe are the Names the Roman Poets of thoſe Times 
gave their Miftreſſes in their Verſes. 

57 Thais was a Name given to all fort of Women of a 
teewd Character, who however affect Diſcretion. 

58 Argus had an hundred Fy yes, and kept lo from Jupi- 
ter by Juno's Order, for which Mercury Kill hizr by Com- 
mand of his Father Jove; to make him Amends Juno 
turn d him into a Peacoch, and placed his Eyes in his Tail. 

59 The 
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59 The Poet alludes here to thoſe wicked Women aubo roſe 
egainſt the Men, and did not ſpare their own Husbanas. 
60 The Prieſteſſes and Prieſts of Bacchus, who celebrated 
the Feſtival of that God, did it with the Noiſe of Shouts, 
Drums, Timbrels, and Cymbals, vere crown'd awwith ty, 
Vine, &c. and carry'd a Thyrſus or Staff awreath'd with 
#t in their Hands; they were frantic and outrageous in their 
Aions during this Ceremony. | 
61 By this Ovid fhews he's both a Poet and a Lover, 
for the Scans are dedicated to Apollo, and are ſaid to draw 
Venus's Car ſometimes, tho the Doves are oftencf! us'd up- 
en that Octaſion. | 
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To Sir RICHARD TEMPLE. 


|: I'S ſtrange, dear Temple, how it comes to paſs, 
That no one Man is pleas'd with what he has. 
So Horace ſings and ſure, as ſtrange is 016: 
That no one Man's diſpleas'd with what he 7s. 

The Fooliſh, Ugly, Dull, Impertinent, | 

Are with their Perſons and their Parts content. 
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Nor is that all; ſo odd a Thing is Man, 

He moſt would be what leaſt he ſhould or can. 
Hence, homely Faces ſtill are foremoſt ſeen, 

And croſs-ſhap'd Fops affect the niceſt Mien; 
Cowards extol true Courage to the Skies, 

And Fools are ſtill moſt forward to adviſe; 

Th' untruſted Wretch, to Secrecy pretends, 
Whiſp'ring his Nothing round to A as Friends, 
Dull Rogues affect the Politician's Part; 

And learn to nod, and ſmile, and ſhrug with Art; 
Who nothing has to loſe, the War bewails; 

And he who Nothing pays, at Taxes rails. 

Thus, Man, perverſe, againſt plain Nature ſtrives, 
And to be artfully abſurd, contrives. 

Plautus will dance, Luſcus at Ogling aims, 

Old Tritus keeps, and undone Probys games. 


Noiſome Curculio, whoſe inveriom'd Breath, 


Tho” at a Diſtance uttef'd, threatens Death, 

Full in your Teeth his ſtinking Whiſper throws'; 

Nor mends his Manners, tho' you hold your Noſe. 

Therſites, who ſeems born to give Offence, 

From uncouth Form, and frontleſs Impudence, 

Aſſumes ſoft Airs, and with a Slur comes in, 

Attempts a Smile, and ſhocks you with a Grin, 

Raucus harangues with a diſſuaſive Grace, 

And Hellus invites with a forbidding Face. 
Nature, to each allots his proper Sphere, 

But, that forſaken, we like Comets err : 

Toſs'd thro' the Void, by ſome rude Shock we're broke, 

And all our boaſted Fire 1s loſt in Smoke. | 
Next to obtaining Wealth, or Pow'r, or Eaſe, 

Men moſt affect, in general to pleaſe ; 

Of this Affection, Vanity's the Source, 

And Vanity alone obſtructs its Courſe; 

That Teleſcope of Fools, thro' which they ſpy 

Merit remote, and think the Object nigh. _ 

e 
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The Glaſs remov'd, would each himſelf ſurvey, 


And in juſt Scales, his Strength and Weakneſs Pts | 


Purſue the Path for which he was deſign'd, 
And to his proper Force adapt his Mind; 
Scarce one, but to ſome Merit might pretend, 
Perhaps might pleaſe, at leaſt would not offend. 
Who would reprove us while he makes us . 
Muſt be no Bavius, but a Bicker/affe. | 
If Garth, or Blackmore, friendly Potions give, 
We bid the dying Patient drink and live : 
When Murus comes, we cry, Beware the Pill; 
And wiſh the Tradeſman were a Tradeſman ſill, 
If Ada; Jon, or Rowe, or Prior write, 
We ſtudy em with Profit and Delight: 
But when vile Macer and Mundungus rhyme, 
We grieve we've learnt to read, ay, curſe the Time. 
All Rules of Pleaſing in this one unite, 
Aﬀett not any thing in Nature's Spite. 
Baboons and Apes ridiculous we find; 
For what? For ill reſembling Human- kind. 
None are, for being what they are, in Fault, 
But for not being what they wou'd be thought. 
Thus I, dear Friend, to you my Thoughts i impart, 
As to one perfect in the Pleaſing Art; 
If Art it may be call'd in you, who ſeem, 
By Nature, form'd for Love, and for Eſteem. 
Affecting none, all Virtues you poſſeſs, 
And really are what others but profeſs. 
III not offend you, while myſelf I pleaſe ; 
I lothe to flatter, tho” I love to praiſe, 
But when ſuch early Worth ſo bright appears, 
And antedates the Fame which waits on Years ; 
I can't fo ſtupidly affected prove, 
Not to confeſs it, in the Man I love. 
Tho? now I aim not at that known Applauſe 
You've won in Arms, and in your, Ceuntry' s Cauſe; - 
Nor 
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Nor Patriot now, nor Hero I commend, _ - 
But the Companion praiſe, and boaſt the Friend. 

But you may think, and ſome, leſs partial, tay, 
That I preſume too much in this Eſſay. 

How ſhould I ſhow what pleaſes ? How explain 
A Rule, to which I never could attain ? 

To this Objection I'll make no Reply, 

But tell a Tale, which, after, we'll apply. 

I've read, or heard, a learned Perſon, once, 
Concern'd to find his only Son a Dunce ; 
Compos'd a Book in Favour of the Lad, 

Whoſe Memory, it ſeems, was very bad. 

This Work contain'd a World of wholſom Rules, 

To help the Frailty of forgetful Foals. 

The careful Parent laid the Treatiſe by, 

Till Time ſhould make it proper to apply. 

Simon at length the look'd-for Age attains, 

To read and profit by his Father's Pains ; | 

And now the Sire prepares the Book t impart, 

Which was yctep'd Of Memory the Art. 

But ah! how oft is human Care in vain ! 

For now, he could not find his Book again. 

The Place where he had laid it, he forgot, 

Nor could himſelf remember what he wrote, 
Now to apply the Story- that I tell, , 

W hich if not true, is yet invented well. 

Such is my Caſe: Like moſt of theirs who teach ; 

I ill may practiſe, what I well may preach, 

Myſelf not trying, or not turn'd to pleaſe, 

May lay the Line, and meaſure out the Ways, 

The Mulcibers, who in the Minories ſweat, 

And maſlive Bars on ſtubborn Anvils beat, 

Deform'd themſelves, yet forge thoſe Stays of Steel, 

Which arm Aurelia with a Shape to kill. 

So Macer and Mundungus ſchool the Times, 

And write in rugged Proſe the Rules of ſofter Rhymes, 
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Well do they play the careful Critic's Part, 
Inftrucing'doubly by their matehleſs Art: . 


| Rules: for good Verſe they firſt with Pains indite, 


Then ſhew us what are bad, by what they write. 
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DISCOURSE | 
; . ON THE 


PINDARIC ODE. 


HE following Ode is an Attempt towards reſtor- 
ing the Regularity of the ancient Lyric Poetry, 
which ſeems to be altogether forgotten or unknown by 
our Engliſh Writers. 
There is nothing more frequent among us, than a 
fort of Poems intitled Pindaric Odes; pretending 
to be written in Imitation of the Manner and Stile 
of Pindar, and yet I do not know that there is to 
this Day extant in our Language, one Ode contriv'd 
2 his Model. What Idea can an Engliſh Reader 
ave of Pindar (to whoſe Mouth, when a Child, the 
Bees (a) brought their Honey, in Omen of the future 
Sꝛoeetneſs and Melody of his Songs) when he ſhall fee 
ſuch rumbling and grating Papers of Verſes, pretending 
to be Copies of his Works & + q f 
The Character of theſe late Pindarics, is, a 
Bundle of rambling incoherent Thoughts, expreſs'd 
in a like Parcel of irregular Stanzas, which aljs 
confift of ſuch another Complication of diſproporti- 
ond, uncertain and e Verſes an . 
2 n 


i= 


(a) Pauſan, Bœotic. 
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And I appeal to any Reader, if this is not the Con- 
dition in which theſe Titular Odes appear. 

On the contrary, there is nothing more regular 
than the Odes 77 Pindar, both as to the exact obſer- 
vation of the Meaſures and Numbers of his Stan- 
zas and Verſes, and the perpetual Coherence of his 
Thoughts. For tho his Digreſſions are frequent, 
and his Tranſitions fudden, yet is there ever ſome 
ſecret Connexion, which tho not always appearing 
to the Eye, never fails to communicate itſelf to the 
Under/tanding of the Reader. | 

The Liberty which he took in his Numbers, and 
which has been ſo * miſunderſtood and . by 
his pretended Imitators, was only in varying the Stan- 
=as in different Odes ; but in each particular Ode they 
are ever Correſpondent one to another in their Turns, 
and according to the Order of the Ode. x 

All the Odes of Pindar which remain to us, are 
Songs of Triumph, Victory or Succeſs in the Gre- 
cian Games: They were ſung by a Chorus, and 
adapted to the Lyre, and ſometimes to the Lyre 
and (b) Pipe; they confi/led oftene/t of Three Stan- 


as; 


» 


* For certainly they have utterly miſunderſtood Horace, L. 4. 
Od- 2. who have apply d numeriſqg ; fertur lege ſolutis, to all the 
Odes of Pindar; which, there, expreſiy relates only to his 
Dithyrambics, and which are all intirely loſt. Nothing is 
plainer, than the Senſe of Horace in that Place. He ſays, 
Pindar deſerves the Laurel, let him write of what, or in what 
manner ſoever, viz, firſt, whether he writes Ditbyrambics, 
which break through the Bounds preſcrib'd to other Odes , Or, ſe- 
condly, whether he writes of Gods and Heroes, their War- 
like Atchievements, &c. Or, thirdly, whether he ſings of the 
Victors in the Grecian Games: Or, laſtly, whether he ſings in 
Honour of the Dead, and writes Elegies, &c, | 

(b) Pind. Olymp. 10. and Horace L. 3. 4. Ode 1. miſtis carmi- 
nibus non fine Hſftula. and L, 3. Ode. 19, cur pendet tacita fiſtula 
cum Lyra ? | | | 
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as; the firſt was call'd the StrophE, from the Ver- 
ion or circular Motion of the Singers in that Stan- 
za from the Right Hand to the Q Left. The ſe—- 
cond Stanza was calPd the Antiſtrophe, from the 
Contraverſion of the Chorus; the Singers, in per- 
forming that, turning from the Left Hand to the 
Right, contrary always to their Motion in the Stro- 
.phe. The Third Stanza was called the Epode, (it 
may be as being the Afſter-ſong ) which they ſung in 
the middle, neither turning to one Hand nor the other, 
What the Origin was of theſe different Motions 
and Stations in ſinging their Odes, is not our pre- 
ſent Buſineſs to mquire. Some have thought that by 
the Contrariety of the StrophE and AntiſtrophE, they 
intended to repreſent the Contrarotation of the Pri- 
mum Mobile, in reſpect of the Secunda Mobilia; 
and that by their flanding flill at the Epode, they 
meant to ſignify the Stability 7 the Earth, (d) 
Others aſcribe the Inſtitution to Theſeus, who there- 
by expreſſed the Windings and Turnings of the Laby- 
rinth, in celebrating his Return from thence. | 
The Method obſervd in the Compoſition of theſe 
Odes, was therefore as follows. The Poet having 


made choice of a certain Number of Verſes to con- 


fiitute his StrophE- or fg Stanza, was oblig'd to 
| 1 
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obſerve 
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(e) Or from the Left to the Right, for the Scholrafts differ 
in that, as may be ſeen in Pind. Scbol. Introduc, ad Olymp, 
And Alex, ab Alexandro. L. 4. c. 17. ſpeaking of the Cere- 
mony of the Chorus, ſays, Curſum auſpicati à Lava dextrorſum 
3 mox d dextra lævorſum. But the Learned Schmidius takes 
part with the firſt Opinion, as more conſiſtent with the No- 
tion of the Ancients concerning the Motions of the Heaven. 
Iy Spheres, and agreeable to Homer there cited by him, Sce 
Eraſ. Schmid, Prolegom, in Olymp. & de Carmin, Lyric, | 
(d) Pind, Scbol. & Schmid, ibid, 


” 
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®bſerve the Wee in his Antiſtrophe, or ſecond 
Stanza ; and which accordingly perpetually agreed 


whenever repeated, both in number of Verſes and 


quantity of Feet: He was then again at Liberty 
to make a new choice for his third Stanza, or Epode ; 
20h ere, accordingly, be - diverſify'd his Numbers, 
as his Kar or Fancy led him; compoſing that Stan- 
za of more or fewer Verſes than the 2 and 
thoſe Verſes of different Meaſures an uantities, 
for the greater Variety of Harmony, and Entertain- 
ment of Hr cr. 


But then this Epode being thus form'd, he was 


- fririetly oblig'd to the ſame (e) Meaſure as often as 


he fhould repeat it in the Order of his Ode, ſo that 
every Epode in the ſame Ode is eternally the ſame 


in Meaſure and Quantity, in reſpect to itſelf; as is 


alſo every Strophẽ and Antiſtrophe, in reſpect to each 
et her. | | 


The Lyric Poet Steſichorus (whom f) Lon- 
ginus reckons amongſ? the ableſ} Imitators of Ho- 


mer, and of whom (g) Quintilian ſays, that if he 
could have kept within Bounds, he would have 


been neareſt of any body, in Merit, to Homer) 


was, if net the Inventor of this Order in the Ode, 


yet ſo firitt an Obſerver of it in his Compoſitions, 
that the Three Stanzas of Stelichorus became a 


common Proverb to expreſs a thing univerſally 
#xown, (h) ne tria quidem Steſichori noſti ; ½ 
that when any one had a mind to reproach another 
with exceſtue Ignorance, he could not do it more 


effeftually 


— — — 
1 


(e) Vid. Jul. Seal, Poetic. ad Fin. Cap. 97. 4. . (f) Lone 
gin. de Sub. c. 13. (g) Quintil. Inſt, I. 10. c. 1. (b) &rs oe 
Toi Trueix dr yireoxtic, de webementer indae & imperite 
dici ſalitum. Eraſm. Adag. h 
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Fectually than by telling him, he did not ſo much 
as know the Three Stanzas of Steſichorus; that 
is, did not know that an Ode ought to conſiſt of a 
Strophe, an Antiſtrophe, and an Epode. , this 
was ſuch a Mark of Ignorance among them, I am 
ſure we have been pretty long liable to the ſame Re- 
proof; I mean, in reſpect of our Imitations of the Odes 
of Pindar. | 

7 46 Intention is not to make a long Preface to a 


hart Ode, nor to enter upon a Diſſertation of Ly» 


ric Poetry in general: But thus much I thought 
proper to ſay, for the Information of thoſe Readers 
whoſe Cork of Study has not led em into ſuch En- 
guiries, 0 

5 T hope I fhall not be ſo miſunderfload, as to have 
it thought that I pretend to give an exact Copy 7. 
Pindar in this enſuing Ode; or that 1 look upon It 
as a Pattern for his Imitators for the future: Far 
from ſuch Thoughts, I have only given an Inſtance of 
what is practicable, and am ſenſible that I am as dif- 
tant from the Force and Elevation of Pindar, as others 
. have hitherto been from the Harmony and Regularity 
of his Numbers. | | 
Again, we having no Chorus to ing our Odes, 
the Titles, as well as Uſe of Strophe, Antiſtrophe, 
and Epode, are Otfolete and Impertinent: And cer- 
tainly there may be very good Engliſh Odes, without 
the Diſtinction of Greek Appellations to their Stanzas. 
That I have mention'd em here, and obſerv'd the Or- 
der of 'em in the enſuing Ode, is therefore only the 
more intelligibly to explain the extraordinary Regula- 
rity of the Compoſition of theſe Odes, which have been 
repreſented lo us hitherto, as the moſt confus'd Struc- 
tures in Nature, | 


Fs: Hoꝛo- 
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. 
- However, though there be no Neceſſity that our 


Triumphal Odes ſhould conſiſt of the Three afore- 
mention d Stanzas; yet if the Reader can 1 


that the great Variation of the Numbers in the 
Third Stanza (call it Epode, or what you prefe P] 
has a pleaſing Effet? in the Ode, and makes him 
return to the Firſt. and Second Stanzas, with more 
Appetite, than he could do if always cloy'd. with the 
fame Quantities and Meaſures, I cannot ſee why 
ſome Uſe may not be made of Pindar's Example, 10 
the great Improvement of the Engliſh Ode. There 
7s certainly a Pleaſure in beholding any Thing that 
has Art and Difficulty in the Contrivance ; eſpeci- 
ally, if it appears ſo carefully executed, that the 
Difficulty does not ſhew itſelf, *till it is ſought fur; 
and that the ſeeming Eaſineſs of the Work, ff ſets 
As upon the Enquiry. Nothing can be calld Beautiful 
wvithout Proportion. When Symmetry and Harmony 
are wanting, neither the Eye nor the Ear can be 
pleas'd. Therefore certainly Poetry, which includes 
Painting and Mulic, ſhould not be deſtitute of em; 
and of all Poetry, eſpecially the Ode, whoſe End and 
Eſſence is Harmony. | 
Mr. Cowley, in his Preface to his Pindaric 
Odes, ſpeaking of the Muſic of Numbers, ſays 
which ſometimes (efpecially in Songs and Odes) 
almoſt without any thing elſe makes an Excellent 
Poet. | 
Having mention d Mr. Cowley, it may very 
z0ell be expetted, that ſomething ſhould be ſaid of 
him, at a time when the Imitation of Pindar is the 
Theme of our Diſcourſe. But there is that great 
Deference due ta the Memory, great Parts, and 
Learning of that Gentleman, that I think nothing 
frould be objected to the Latitude he has taken Fey 
N | 15 
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his Pindaric Odes. The Beauty of his Verſes, are 
an Atonement for the Irregularity 4 his Stanzas ; 
and though he did not imitate Pindar in the Strict- 
neſs of his Numbers, he has very. often happily copy'd 
him in the Force of his Figures, and Sublumity of his 
Stile and Sentiments. | 1 
Yet I muſt beg leave to add, that I believe thoſe 
irregular Odes of Mr. Cowley, may have been the 
principal though innocent Occaſion, of ſa many  deform- 
ed Poems ſince, which inſtead of being true Pictures 
of Pindar, have (to uſe the Italian Painters Term) 


been only Caricaturas of him, Reſemblances that 


for the moſt part have been either Herrid or Ki- 
diculous. „ 4 | 
For my own part, I frankly own my Error, in hav- 


ing heretofere miſcall d a few irregular Stanzas a 


Pindaric Ode; and poſſibly, if others, who have 
been under the ſame Miſtake, would ingenuouſly confeſs 
. the Truth, they might own, that never having con- 
fulted Pindar himſelf, they took all his Irregularity 
upon truſt ; and finding their Account in the great Eaſe 
with which they could produce Odes, without being 
oblig'd either to Meaſure or Deſign, remain'd ſatisꝭ d; 
and it may be Tere not altogether unwilling; to neglec? 
being undeceiv' d. = 

Though there be little (if any thing ) left of Orpheus 
but his Name, yet if * Pauſanias was well inform d,. 
we may be aſſur d, that Brevity was a Beauty which 
be moſt induſtriouſiy labour'd to preſerve in his Hymns, 
notwithſtanding, as the ſame Author reports, that 
they were but few in Number. | 

The Shortneſs of the following Ode wilt, J hife, 


alone 
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atone for the Length of the Preface, and in ſome 
meaſure for the Defedts which may be found in it. It 
conſiſis of the ſame Number of Stanzas with that beau= 
tiful Ode of Pindar, which is the firſt of his Pythics; 
and though I was unable to imitate him in any othei 
Beauty, I reſolv'd to endeavour to copy his Brevity, 
and take the Advantage of a Remark he has made in 
the laſt Strophe of th ſame Ode, which take in the 
Paraphraſe of Sudorius, OR 


Qui multa paucis ſtringere commodè 
Novere, morſus hi facile invidos ” 
Spernunt, & auris menſque pura 
Omne ſupervacuum rejectat. 
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J. 
Deter e of 1 Immortal Muſe, 
| Calliape ; what Poet wilt thou chuſe 
Of ANN A's Name to ſing ? a 
To whom wilt thou thy Fire impart, 
Thy Lyre, thy Voice, and tuneful Art; 
Whom raiſe Sublime on thy Ztherial Wing, 
And conſecrate with Dews þ + thy Caſfalian Spring 5 
| I 
Without thy Aid, the moſt afpiring Mind 
Muſt flag beneath, to narrow Flights confin'd, 
Striving to riſe in vain : 
Nor e'er can hope with equal Lays 
To celebrate bright Virtue's Praiſe. 
Thy Aid obtain'd, even I, the humbleſt Swain, 
May climb Pierian Heights. and quit the lowly Plain. 
| 7.” 
High in the Starry Orb is hung, 
And next Alcides Guardian Arm, 
That (1) Harp to which thy Orpheus ſung, 
Who Woods, and Rocks, and Winds, cou'd charm 3 
That Harp which on Cyllene's ſhady Hill, 
When firſt the Vocal Shell was found, 
With more than mortal Skill 
Inventor Hermes taught to found : 
Hermes on bright Latona's Son, 
By ſweet Perſuafion won, 
The wondrous Work beftow'd ; 
Latona's Son, to thine 
Indulgent, gave the Gift Divine! | 
A God the Gift, a God th' Invention ſhow's, | 


» 
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I. 
To chat high 1 Lyre I tune iny-Strains 
A lower Note his lofty Song diſdains 
Who ſings of AN N&'s Name. 
The Lyre is ſtruck ! the Sounds I hear! 
O Muſe, propitious to my Pray'r! 
O Well-known Sounds ! O Melody, the ſame 
That kindled Mantuan Fire, and rais'd Mæonian Flame! 
II. 
Nor are theſe Sounds to Briti/h Bards unknown, 
Or ſparingly reveal'd to one alone: 
Witneſs ſweet Spencer's Lays : 
And witneſs that Immortal Song, 
As Spencer ſweet, as Milton ſtrong, 
Which humble Beyn o'er Tiber's Flood cou'd raiſe, 


And mighty Wilkam Sing, with well. proportion d Praiſe, 
HI. 


Riſe, fair Auguſfa, lift thy Head, 
With Golden Tow'rs thy Front adorn ; 
Come forth, as comes from Titbon s Bed 
With chearful Ray the raddy Morn. 
Thy lovely Form, and freſh reviving State, 
In Cryſtal Flood of Thames ſurvey ; 
Then, bleſs thy better Fate, 
Bleſs Anne's moſt Auſpicious Sway. 
While diſtant Realms and neighb'ring Lands, 
- Arm'd Troops and hoiſtle Bands 
On every Side moleſt, 
Thy happier Clime is Free, 
Fair CAPITAL of Liberty! 
And Plenty knows, and Days of Halcyon Reſt. 
1 1 


As Britain's He, when ol vex'd Ocean roars, 
Unſhaken ſees againſt her Silver Shores 
His foaming Billows beat; 
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So Britain's QUEEN amidft the Jars 
And Tamults of a World in Wars, 
Fix'd on the Baſe of Her well founded State, 
Serene and ſafe looks down, nor feels the Shocks of Fate. 
II. 
But Greateſt Souls, tho* bleſt with ſweet Repoſe, 
Are ſooneft touch'd with Senſe of others Woes. 


Thus AN NA's mighty Mind, 
To Mercy and ſoft Pity prone, 
And mov'd with Sorrows not her own, 
Has all her Peace and downy Reſt reſign'd, 
To wake for Common wow and ſuccour H uman- kind. 
III. | 
Fly, Tyranny, no more be known 
Within Europa's bliſsful Bound 
Far as tht unhabitable Zone 
Fly ev'ry hoſpitable Ground, 
To horrid (*) Zemb/a's Frozen Realms repair, 
There with the baleful Beldam, NiGur, 
Unpeopl'd Empire fhare, - 
And rob zhoſe Lands of Legal Right. 
For now is come the promis'd Hour, 
When Juſtice ſhall have Pow'r ; 
Juſtice to Earth reſtor'd ! 
Again Affrea Reigns! 
ANNA Her equal Scale maintains, | 
And MAR LAB R& wields Her ſure deciding Sword. 
4 
| Now, cou'dft thou ſoar, my Muſe, to Sing the M a n 
In Heights ſublime, as when the Mantuan Swan 
Her tow'ring Pinions ſpread ; 
Thou ſhouldſt of MAR LB k© Sing, whoſe Hand 
Unerring from his QUE E N's Command, | 
Far as the (3) Seven-mouth'd ers ſecret Head, 


To fave th' Imperial State, Her hardy Britons led. 
| Nor 
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II. 
Nor there thy Song fhou'd end; tho' all the Nine 
Might well their Harps and Heav'nly Voices j join 
To Sing that Glorious Day, 
When bold Bavaria fled the Field, 
And Veteran Gauls unus'd to yield, 
On Blenheim's Plain imploring Mercy lay ! 
And Spoils and Trophies 3 the Victor's Way. 
II 
But cou'd thy Voice of Blenheim Sing, 
And with Succeſs that Song purſue ; 
What Art cou'd aid thy wearied Wing 
To keep the Victor ſtill in View? 
For as the Sun ne'er ſtops his radiant Flight, 
Nor Sets, but with impartial Ray : 
To all who want his Light 
Alternately transfers the Day : 
So in the Glorious Round of Fame, 
Great MAR L Rö, ſtill the ſame, 
Inceſſant runs his Courſe; 
To Climes remote, and near, 
His Conqu'ring Arms by Turns appear, 
And Univerſal is his Aid and Force. 
J. 
Attempt not to proceed, unwary Muſe, 
For O] what Notes, what Numbers cou'dſt thou chuſe, 
Tho' in all Numbers skilld ; 
To Sing the Hero's matchleſs Deed, 
Which (4) Belgia ſav'd, and Brabant freed ; 
To Sing Ramilia's Day l to which muſt yield 


(5)Canne's Illuſtrious Fight, and Fam'd (6) * 8 F ld. 
II. 


In the ſhort Courle of a Diurnal Sun, 

Behold the Work of meny Ages done ! 

| What Verſe ſuch Worth can raiſe ? 
Luſtre and Life, the Poet's Art 


To middle Virtue may impart z But 
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But Deeds ſublime, exalted high like Theſe, . 
Tranſcend his utmoſt Flight, and mock his diſtant Praiſe. 
| | III. 
Still wou'd the willing Muſe aſpire, 
With Tranſport ſtill her Strains prolong; 
But Fear unſtrings the trembling Lyre, 
And Admiration ſtops her Song. 
Go on, Great Chief, in AN NA4's Cauſe proceed; 
Nor ſheath the Terrors of thy Sword, 
Till Europe thou haſt freed, 
And Univerſal Peace reſtor'd. 
This mighty Work when thou ſhalt end, 
Equal Rewards attend, 
Of Value far above 
Thy Trophies and thy Spoils ; 
Rewards even Worthy of thy Toils, 
Thy QU EE N's juſt Favour, and thy CounTxy's Love, 


n et 


— „ T __ 


NOTES to the Foregoing ODE, 


1 09 avas ſaid to be the Son of the Muſe Calliope, 
The Poetical Fiction of the Harp of Orpheus 7s this, 
Mercury, the ſame Day that he was born of Maia in Cyl- 
lene, a Mountain of Arcadia, found a living Tortoiſe, which 
he carried home avith him to his Cradle, and immediately 
.composd a Harp of the Shell, A litile after he ſtole the 
Oxen of Apollo; this caus'd ſome Difference between the 
Deities, but the Matter being referr d to Jupiter, he order d 
Mercury to return the Oxen to the right Owner ; on this 
there follow'd not only a Reconciliation but Friendſhip, and 


Apollo expreſſing an extreme Pleaſure at the Invention of 


the Harp, Mercury beftow'd it on him as a Pledge of his fu- 
ture Friendſhip. Of this Homer, in his Hymn to Mercury, 


ſpeaks | 


— 
2 3 
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| ſpeaks at large. Afterwards Apollo inventing another Inflru- 

ment call'd the Cithara, gave the Lyra to Orpheus, The 
Muſes, after the Death of Orpheus, tranſlated his Harp 
into Heaven, where it became a Conſtellation, and is plac'd 
between the Knee and left Arm of Engonaſis or Hercules. 

2 Nova Zembla, a miſerable Region in the Frigid Zone, 
Tvhere there is neither Tree nor Herb, but perpetual Froft 
and Suow, and where, for one half of the Year, it is con- 
tinual Night. 

3 Lucan in his Third Book, V. 202. gives it the in- 
definite Epithete of Multifidi Iſtri. But Ovid. 7. rift. 2. 
Solus ad ingreſſus miſſus Septemplicis Iſtri. Aud Sidonius 
Apollinaris gives it the ſame Epithet, on the like Occaſion 
ewith this Ode, when in his Panegyric to Maj inen Cæſar, 
Be tells him. 

Illicet aggrederis, 5 nullus tempore noſtro 

Auguſtus potuit, rigidum Septemplicis Iſtri 

Agmen in arma rapis 
The Ancient Geographers differ d very much in their Account 
of the Riſe of this River ; fo that on a double Account the 
| ſame Epithets may be appropriated to it which are uſual to 
the Nile. 

4 Belgia need not only be firily underſtood of the Seven 
Provinces, call'4 Belgium Fœderatum, by the Diſtinction 
mnade in the Time of Phil. 2. but may alſo be interpreted with, 
reſpe to that which avas anciently cail'd Belgium, compre- 
ending the lower Germany, in regard of the great Conſe- 


guences attending ſuch a Victory. 
5 Cannæ, as inconfiderable a Village as Blenheim, 7ill in 


like manner made memorable and illuſtrious by the great and 
intire Victory which Hannibal obtain'dthere over the Romans, 
6 Pharſalia, famous for the Overthrow of Pompey by 
Julius Cæſar, a wonderful Victory, but may juſtly be ſaid to 
yield to that if Ramilies. For the Defign and End of the firſt 
was to inflave Mankind, the manifaſt Aim and Event of the 


latter has been to ft: 'em at * 
To 


9 
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To the Right Honourable the 


EARL of GO & 


CCC of 
GREAT BRITAIN. 


PIN DARIC ODE; 


— media erue turbs : 

Aut ob avaritiam, aut miſerd ambitione laborat. J 
Hunc capit argenti ſplendor- 
Hic mutat merces ſurgente d 2 ſole, ad eum quo 
Veſpertina teet : regio : guin per mala praceps 
Fertu ———— 


Omnes bi metuunt werſu odere poetas. 
; Hor. Sat. 4. Is 17 


O D E. 
I. 
Pos hazardous Aae and hardy Toils, 
Ambition ſome excites ; 
And ſome, deſire of Martial Spoils 
To bloody Fields invites; 
Others, inſatiate Thirſt of Gain : 
Provokes to tempt the dangerous Main, EM 
To paſs the burning Line, and bear 
Th' Inclemency of Winds, and Seas and Air; 
Preſſing the doubtful Voy'ge till IN Þ 1 a's Shore 
Her ſpicy Boſom bares, and ſpreads her ſhining Ore. 
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: II. 
Nor Widows Tears, r nor tender Orphans Obe 
Can ſtop th' Invader's Force; 
Nor ſwelling Seas, nor threatning Skies, 
Prevent the Pirate's Courſe: 
Their Lives to ſelfiſn Ends decreed, \ 
Thro' Blood or Rapine they proceed; 
No anxious Thoughts of ill Repute 
Suſpend th* impetuous and unjuſt Purſuit : 
But Pow'r and Wealth obtain'd, guilty and great, 
Their Fellow- Creatures Fears they raiſe, or urge oy Hate. 
III. 


But not for theſe, his Iv'ry Lyre 
Will tuneful Phoebus firing, 
Nor Polyhymnia crown'd amid the Choir 
Th' immortal Epode ſing. 
Thy Springs, (1) Caſtalia, turn their Streams aſide 
From Rapine, Avarice, and Pride; 
Nor do thy Greens, ſhady (2) Aonia, grow, 
| To bind with Wreaths a 7yrant's Brow. 
WS I. 
| How juſt, moſt mighty ove, yet how ſevere 
Is thy ſupreme Decree, 
(3) That impious Men ſhall joyleſs hear 
| The Muſes Harmony |! 
Their ſacred Songs, (the Recompence © . 
Of Virtue and of Innocence) | 
Which pious Minds to Rapture raiſe, 
And worthy Deeds at once excite and praiſe, 
To guilty Hearts afford no kind Relief ; 
8ut add inflaming Rage, and more afflicting Grief. 
II. 


Monſtrous (4) 7. "yphas, thus, new Terrors fill, 
He, who aſſail'd the Skies, 
And now, beneath the burning Hill 
Of dreadful Ana lies. | 


Hearing 
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Hearing the Lyre's Celeſtial Sound, 
He bellows in th* Abyſs profound; 
Sicilia trembles at his Roar, 
Tremble the Seas, and far Campania's Shore; 
While all his hundred Mouths, at once expire 3 
Volumes of curling Smoke, and Floods of liquid Fire. 
.. 
From Heav'n alone, all Good W ; 
To heav'nly Minds belong 


All Pow ir and Love, Go po LPHIN, of good Deeds, 


| And Senſe of Sacred Song | 
And thus, molt pleafing are the Muſe's Lays 
To them who merit moſt her Praiſe; 
Wherefore, for thee, her Iv'ry Lyre ſhe ſtrings, 
And ſoars with Rapture while ſhe fings. 
* 
Whether, Affairs of moſt important Weight 
Require thy aiding Hand, 
And A NMAs Cauſe and Emrope's Fate 
Thy ſerious Thoughts demand; 
Whether, thy Days and Nights are ſpent 
In Cares, on Public Good intent ; 
Or, whether, leiſure Hours invite 
To manly Sports, or to refin'd Delight; 
In Courts reſiding, or to Plains retir'd, 
Where gen'rous Steeds conteft, with Emulation fir'd ; 
II. 
Thee ſtill ſhe ſeeks, and tuneful fings thy Name, 
As once ſhe (5) Theron ſung, 
While with the deathleſs Gan s Fame 
Olympies (5) Piſa rung 
Nor leſs Sublime, is 2... her Choice, 
Nor leſs inſpir'd by thee, her Voice. 
And now, ſhe loves aloft to ſound 
The Man for more than Mortal Deeds renown's ; 
| 1 Va- 
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Vary' ing anon her Theme, ſhe takes Delight 
The ſwift- heel d (7) Horſe to praiſe, and ſing his rapid 
L light. 
III. 
And ſee ! the (5) Air- born Racers ſlart, 
Impatient of the Rein ; 
Faſter they run, than flies the Scyhian Dart, 
Nor paſling, print the Plain ! 
The Winds themſelves who with their Swiftneſs vye, 
Ihn vain their airy Pinions ply ; 
So far in matchleſs Speed, thy Courſers paſs 
Th' Ztherial Authors of their Race. 
10 
And now, a while, the well ſtrain'd Courſers breathe; 
| And now, my Muſe, prepare 
Of (9) Olive Leaves a twiſted Wreath 
To bind the Victor's Hair. 
('*) Pallas, in Care of Human kind, 
The fruitful Olive firſt deſign d; 
Deep in the Glebe her Spear ſhe lanc d, 
When all at once, the laden Boughs advanc' 
The Gods with Wonder view'd the teeming Farth, 
And all, with one Conſent, approv'd the beauteous Birth, 


This done, Earth-ſhaking Neptune next eflay d, 
| In Bounty to the World, 
To emulate the blue-ey'd Maid; 
And his huge Trident hurl'd 
Againſt the ſounding Beach; the Stroke 
_ Fransfix'd the Globe, and open broke 
The Central Earth, whence ſwift as Light 
Forth ruſh'd the firſt· born Horſe. Stupendous Sight! 
Neptune, for human Good the Beaſt ordains, 
Whom ſoon he tam'd to Uſe, and taught to ("?) hear the 


ini. 


Thus 


h. 
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III. 
Thus Gods contended, (noble Strife! 
Worthy the heav'nly Mind) 

Who moſt ſhould do to ſoften anxious Life, 

And moſt endear Mankind. | 
Thus, thou Gopo L HIN, doſt with MarxLBRO ſtrive, 

From whoſe joint Toils we Reſt derive: 
Triumph in Wars abroad his Arm aſſures, 

Sweet Peace at home thy Care ſecures. 


8 
* 


1 


NOTES to the foregoing ODE. 


I (Comm Caſtalius, but hy Virg. Georg. 3. calld 
Caſtalia, a Fountain at the Foot of Parnaſſus, ſacred * 
to the Muſes. : 

2 Aonia, the hilly and woody Part of Bceotia, believ'd to 
have been much frequented by the Muſes. 5 

3 That impious Men ſhall joy leſs hear, &c. > 
This Thought or Opinion is borrow'd from Pindar, Pyth. 1. 
aohere he ſays —— But ſuch Men whom Jupiter hates are 
confounded with Terror when they hear the ſweet Har- 
mony of the Muſes. This Paſſage is often cited by Plutarch, 
and others, in fawour of Mufic and Poetry, Myr. Cowley 
in his Notes on his Davideis, Book 1, on David's di/þoſt/ing 
Saul of the Evil Spirit, colles a great Number of ſurpriſing 
Citations on this Subject. 

4 Typhœus, one of the Giants who attempted to form 
Heaw'n ; but jupiter fruck him with Thunder, and laid him 
under the Iſland of Sicily, with Etna on his Breaſt. This 
Stanza is alſo copied from the ſame Ode of Pindar, where 
this Monſter is ſaid to have an hundred Heads, as alſo in 
Olymp. 4. AE | 


* 


5 Theron, 
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5 Theron, à Prince of Agrigentum, to «vhom Pindar ad- 
Areſſes his ſecond and third Olympic. | 

6 Piſa, a Town in Peloponneſus, near to which the 
Olympic Games were celebrated. 

7 So Horace, L. 4. Ode 2. ſpeaks of Pindar, —a; 
fonging ſometimes the Hero, ſometimes the Horſe ; 

——>ÞPuglilemve Equumve dicit, Ge. 

8 Air-born. Alluding to the Notion that Mares have 
conceiv'd by the Weſtern Wind, without the Aſſiſtance of a 
Horſe : See Virg. Georg. 3. ver. 273. from whence Taſſo 
has borrow'd the Birth of Raymond's Horſe. Gieruſalem. 
Canto 7. 

Volta Vaperta bocca incontro I'ora 
. Raccoglie i ſemi del fecondo vento, 

E de tepidi fiati (6 meraviglia!) &c. 

Pirg. ———_ 

Ore omnes verſæ in Zephyrum, ſtant rupibus altis, 
Exceptantque Leves auras: & ſæpe fine ullis 

Conjugiis, vento gravidæ (mirabile dictu!) &c. 

9 Olive Leaves. An Olive Garland was the Reward 
of Viftory in the Olympic Games. 

IO Pallas, Sc. The Fable on which this Digreſſion is 
founded, is, that Neptune and Pallas had a Contention who 
ſpould give the Name to Athens; and it was agreed, that 
avhich of em ſhould confer the greateſt Benefit on Mankind, 
ſhould obtain the Victory. The Gods were aſſembled in F udg- 
ment, and Pallas fliruck the Earth with her Spear, whence 

up ſprung the fruitful Olive-tree ; then Neptune in his turn 
darted his Trident againſt the Earth, which opening was de- 
liver d of a Horſe ; but the Victory was adjudg d to Pallas. 

11 To hear the Reins They who do not remem- 
Ber Virgil, may think this Metaphor too bold. He has ven- 


tar d to apply it ev'n to the Chariot rather than the Horſes. 


Georg. 1. 
Fertur equis auriga, neque audit currus babenas. 
AN 


w 


fw. , ñ gn wig 3 


* 
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AN 
IMPOSSIBLE THING. 
A Tf & Be 


O thee, Dear Dick, this Tale I ſend, 
Both as a Critic and a Friend, 
I tell it with ſome Variation 
(Not altogether a Tranſlation) 
From La Fontaine ; an Author, Dick, 


Whoſe Muſe would touch thee to the "quick. 


The Subject is of that ſame kind, 

To which thy Heart ſeems moſt inclin'd - 
How Verſe may alter it, God knows, 
Thou lov'ſt it well, I'm ſure, in Proſe, 
So, without Preface, or Pretence, 

To hold thee longer in Suſpence, 

I ſhall proceed, as I am able, 

To the Recital of my Fable. 


A Goblin of the merry Kind, 

More black of Hue, than curf of Mind, 
To help a Lover in Diſtreſs, | 
Contriv'd a Charm with ſuch Succeſs ; 
That in ſhort Space the cruel Dame 
Relented, and return'd his Flame. 

'The Bargain made betwixt *em both, 
Was bound by Honour and by Oath: 
The Lover laid down his Salvation, 
And Satan ſtak' d his Reputation. 

The Latter promis'd on his Part 


en ſerve his Friend and ſhew his 22 


That 
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That Madam ſhou'd by twelve o' Clock, 
Tho? hitherto as hard as Rock, 
Become as gentle as a Glove, 
And kiſs and coo like any Dove. 5 
In ſhort, the Woman ſhould be his, - $5 
T hat is, upon Condition Viz. 
That He, the Laver, after taſting 
What one wou'd wiſh were everlaſting 
Should, in Return for ſuch Enjoyment, 
Supply the Fiend with freſh Employment : 
That's all, quoth Pug ; my poor Requeſt 
Is, only never to have Reſt ; 
You thought, 'tis like, with Reaſon too, 
That I ſhould have been ſerv'd, not You : 
But what; upon my Friend impoſe !. 
No tho” a Devil, none of thoſe. 1/0 
Your Buſineſs then, pray underſtand me, 1 
Is nothing more but to Command me. 
Of one thing only let me warn ye, 
Which ſome what nearly may concern ye: 
As ſoon as e er one Work is done, 
Straight name a new one; and ſo on; 
Let each to other quick ſucceed, 
Or elſe — you know how tis agreed 
For if thro'- any Hums or Haws, 
There haps an intervening Pauſe, _ 
In which, for Want of freſh Commands, 
Your Slave obſequious, Idle ſtands, 
Nor Soul nor Body ever more 3 
Shall ſerve the Nymph whom you adore ; 3 
But both be laid at Satan's Feet, | 
To be diſpos'd as he thinks meet. 
At once the Lover all approves: 
For who can hefitate that loves? 
And thus he argues in his Thought : + 
. Why, after all, I venture nought; 
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What Myſtery is in Commanding ? 
Does that require much Underſtanding ? 
Indeed, wer'c my Part to Obey, 
He'd go the better of the Lay: 
But he muſt do what I think fit—— 
Pſhaw, pſhaw, young Belxebub is bit. ; 
Thus pleas'd in Mind, he calls a Chair, 
Adjuſts and combs, and courts the Fair: 
The Spell takes place, and all goes right, 
And happy he employs the Night 
In ſweet Embraces, balmy Kiſſes ; 
And riots in the Bliſs of Bliſſes. 
O Joy, cry'd he, that haſt no Equal! 
But hold no Raptures mark the Sequei. 
For now, when near the Morning s Dawn, 
The Youth began as twere to yawn ; 
His Eyes a filky Slumber ſeiz'd, 
Or would have done, if Pug had pleas' d: 
But that officious Dæ mon, near, 
Now buzz'd for Buſineſs in his Far ; 
In Haſte, he names a thouſand things: 
The Geblin plies his Wicker Wings, 
And in a Trice returns to ask : 
Another, and another Task. 
Now, Palaces are built and Tow'rs, | 
The Work of Ages in few Hours. 4 
Then, Storms are in an Inſtant rais'd, | N 
Which the next Moment are appeas'd, | | 
Now Show'rs of Gold and Gems are rain'd, 
As if each India had been drain'd : | 
And He, in one aſtoniſh'd View, a f 
Sees both Golconda and Peru. i 
Theſe Things, and ſtranger Things than theſe, | 
Were done with equal Speed and Eaſe, | 
And now to Rome poor Pug he'll ſend : ; | i 
And Pug ſoon reach'd his Journey's End, 0 
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And ſoon return'd with ſuch a Pack 

Of Bulls and Pardons at his Back, 

That now, the Squire (who had ſome Hope 
In holy Water and the Pope,) 

Was out of Heart, and at a Stand 


What next to wiſh, and what command; 


Invention flags, his Brain grows muddy, 


And black Deſpair ſucceeds brown Study, 


In.this Diſtreſs the woful Youth 

Acquaints the Nymph with all the Truth, 

Begging her Counſel, for whoſe Sake 

Both Soul and Body were at Stake. 

And is this all? replies the Fair: 

Let me alone to cure this Care. 

When next your Demon ſhall appear, 

Pray give him — look, what I hold here, 

And bid him labour, foon or late, 

To lay theſe Ringlets lank and ſtraight. 

Then, ſomething ſcarcely to be ſeen, 

Her Finger and her Thumb between 

She held, and ſweetly ſmiling, cry d, 

Your Goblin's Skill ſhall now be tryd. 
She ſaid ; and gave: - what ſhall I call 

'That thing ſo ſhining, criſp and ſmall, 

Which round his Finger ſtrove to twine ? 

A Tendril of the Cyprian Vine? 

Or Sprig from Cytherea's Grove; 

Shade of the Labyrinth of Love ? 

With Awe, he now takes from her Hand 

That Fleece-like Flow'r of fairy Land: 


Leſs precious, whilom, was the Fleece 
Which drew the Argonauts from Greece; 


Or that, which modern Ages ſee 

The Spur and Prize of Chivalry, 
Whoſe Curls of kindred Texture, grace 
Heroes and Kings of Spar; Race. 


1 


The Spark prepar d, 8 Pag at Hand, 
He iſſues thus, his ſtri& Command. 

This Line, thus Curve and thus r 
Render direct, and perpendicular 
But ſo direct, that in no ſort 

It ever may in Rings retort. 

See me no more till this be done: 


Hence, to thy Task — avant, be gone. 


Away, the Fiend like Lightning flies, 
And all his Wit to Work applies: 


- Arivils and Preſſes he employs, 


And dins whole Hell with hamm' ring Noiſe. 
In vain: he to no Terms can bring 

One Twirl of that relactant Thing; 
Th' elaſtic Fibre mocks his Pains, 

And its firſt ſpiral Form retains. 

New Stratagems the Sprite contrives, 

And down the Depths of Sea; he dives : 
This Sprunt its Pertneſs ſure will loſe 
When laid (ſaid he) to ſoke in Ooze. 
Poor fooliſh Fiend ! he little knew _ 
Whence Venus and her. Garden grew. 
Old Ocean, with paternal Waves 

The Child of his own Bed receives, 
Which oft as dipt new. Force exerts, 
And in more vig'rous Curls reverts. 

So, when to Earth, Alcides flung; 

The huge Anteeus, whence. he ſprung, 
From ev'ry Fall freſh: Strength he gain'd, 
And with new Life the Fight maintain'd. 
The baffled Goblin grows perplex d, 

Nor knows what Sleight to practiſe next; 
The more he tries, the more he fails; 


Nor Charm, nor Art, nor Force avails, 


But all concur his Shame to ſhow, 
And more exaſperate the Foe. 


2 
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And 
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And now he penſive turns and ad, 
And looks like melancholic mad. | 
He rolls his Eyes now off, now aan 
That wonderful Phenomenon, OOO 
Sometimes he twiſts and twirls it- round,” = any 23h * 
Then, pauſing, meditates profound: e 
No End he ſees of his Surpriſe, = 42. 0:1 
Nor what it ſhould be can deviſe: © 
For never yet was Wool or Feather, 151 2 * 
That could ſtand buff againſt all Weider, e 
And unrelax'd like this, reſiſt 1 . 
Both Wind and Rain, and gude and Mit: 0 Di 
What Stuff, or whence, or how "twas buage; 
What Spinſter Witch could ſpin ſuch TIE," O 
He nothing knew; but to his Coſt 
Krew all his Fame and Labour loſt,” in af 1 
Subdu'd, abaſh'd, he gave „„ 
*Tis ſaid, he bluft'd 3 tis ſure he ſwore. 1 ag an 
Not all the Wiles that Hell could hatch - © ' © 
Could conquer that S U ERA Mus ra ln 
Defeated thus, thus diſcontent ee TO 
Back to the Man the Dez went: tel. 
1 grant, quoth he, our Contract null, po eg 
And give you a Diſcharge in l 1.9 
But tell me now, in Name of Wonder, ee, Fs 3 
(Since I ſo candidly knock under) SIC Nt £7 
What is this Thing? Where could it grow? F HRW e 
Pray take it is in Statu" ⏑jE gf $8. 
Much Good may't do yeu; for my Pare, ef: 
I waſh my Hands of't from my 1 e „een d bc 2 
In Truth, Sir Goblin or Sir Fair, e 292187 Sit 2 
Replies the Lad, you're too ſoon wear. 
What, leave this trifling Task undonen?n?˖ 


And think'ſt thou this the only one ? 10 

Alas ! were this ſubdu'd, thou'dſt ane. | fs 2 ; 

Millions of more ſuch {till behind. f h 
N Which 
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Which might employ, ev'n to Eternity, 
Bath you and all your whole Fraternity. «+ 


Te Peaſant in Search of bis Heifer. 


A TALE after M. De la Fontaine. 


TT ſo befell; a filly Swain 
Had ſought his Heifer long in vain 


For wanton ſhe had frisking ſtray d. 
And left the Lawn, to ſeek the Shade. 


Around the Plain he rolls his Eyes, 
Then, to the Wood, in Haſte he hies; 
Where ſingling out the faireſt Tree, 


| He climbs, in Hopes to hear or fee. 


Anon, there chanc'd that Way to paſs 


A jolly Lad and byxom Laſs: 
The Place was apt, the Paſtime plealkat ; ; 


Occaſion with her Forelock preſent: 


The Girl agog,, the Galant ready 3 


So lightly down he lays my Lady. 


But fo ſhe turn'd, or. fo was laid, 


That ſhe ſome certain Charms diſplay'd, 
Which with tuch Wonder ſtruck his Sight, 


(Wich Wonder, much; more, with Delight) 


That loud he.cry'd in Rapture, What! 


What ſee I. Gods! What fee I not! 


Bot nothing nam'd; from whence tis gueſs'd, 


TwWas more than well could be expreſsd. 
The Clown aloft, who. lent an Ear, 
Straight ſtopt im fort in mid Career: 


: Ang. louder C cry'd, No honeſt Friend, 


od 


The at ot. «WY {een \gadceſt no Ends 

Doſt leg de Heifer that I {eek f | 3 
N . pray be ſo kind to ſpeak, | . K 
ED: 


0 


4 

| 

| 
| 

f 

jp 

4 
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HYMN. to. . 


Tranſlated into Ex 61184 Verſe. 


2 8 


Ju 
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To theRz avru of the enſuing H Y. M N. 


F the three greater Hymns of Homer, viz. one to 
Apollo, one to Mercury, and one to Venus, this 10 
Venus zs the Horteſt, it is alſo the moſt fi mple in its 

Dey En, and connected in its Parts, The other taco abound 
more in Digreſſions both Geographical and Mythological, and 
contain many Alluſſons io ancient Cuſtoms and Hiſtory, 
which without a Commentary could not well be underſtood by 
the generality of Readers. Theſe Confie lerations determin'd 
me to acguirſce in the Tranſlation of this Hymn ; tho” I had 
once entertain'd Thoughts of turning em all three into Engliſh 
Perſe. 

Js 1 had often read them all with e Pleaſure, 
T could not avoid ſometimes reflecting on the Cenſures of ſome 
Grammarians, who have deny'd or at leaſt, doubted i fhem to 
be genuine. 

A Poem which is good in iſe "$ cannot Lally hoſe any 
thing of its Value, tho' it Joould appear, upon a ſtrict En- 
guiry, not to be the Work of fo emment an Author, as him, 
to whom it was firſt imputed,” But all Truth is fo amiable 
in itſelf, that even where tt i. of leaft Importance there is 
a Pleaſure in the $ earch after it, and a Sati faction in the 
Vindication of it, © 

Tho” the Beauties of this enſuing Poem, in the Original 
avant not even the Name of Homer to. recommend em, and 


much leſi does that mighty Name ſtand in need of their Re- 
putatiang 


*, 


V 
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Futalion, yet, if they are his, tis an Injuſtice to him to aſcrige 


em to any other ; and it is a "Hardſhip to them to deprive 
em of the Authority due to them, and to leave em to make 
their Way thro) bad Fudgments, purely by their own Merit. 

T ewill not trouble the Reader with the Enquiry my Cu- 
riofity led me to make in this Matter; I will only give him 
one Reaſon, of many, why theſe Hymns may be receiv d for 
genuine. The moſt ſuſpected of em all, is that to Apollo. 
(A, for this to Venus, it awere almoſt enough to induce us 
to conclude it legitimate, to obſerve that Lucretius thought 
it not belbau him to copy, Hum the Beginning of it, the Be- 
ginning of his «yn admirable Poem. 

The Hymn to Apollo has been ſuppos d to hade been writs 
ten by one Cynzthus of Chios, auh vas a famous Ne- 
peater of Homer's Verſes. To obwiate which Suppofition, 
«we only reply, that this very Hymn to Apollo is quoted tavice 
by Thucydides in the Third' Book of his Hiflory, and en 


preſiy quoted as the Work of Homer. 


Aﬀter his ſecond Quotation, ewhich conſiſis of about ha I a 

a ſcore Verſes, Thucydides ob/erwes that in thoſe Verſes 
Homer has made mention of himſelf: Hence, tis be- 
and Queſtion Thucydides believ'd or rather abas afſur d 
it avas the Work of Homer, He might be very well morally 
aſſur d of it, for he lid within four hundred Years of 
Homer, and that is no Diftance of 1 ime to render the Know- 
Q 4 ledge 


-— 


* After the Deceaſe of Homer, there were ſuch Perſons who 
made a Profeſſion of repeating his Verſes; from the Repe- 
titions of whom, and of their Deſcendents or Succeſſors (for 
they became a Se) the entire Poems of Homer in After-times 
were collected and put in Order. Theſe were call'd Home- 
riſtæ, or Homeride ; Of whom ſee Alian. Var. Hi. L. 13. 
C. 14. Atbenæ. L. 1. 5. 14. Strabo L. 14. Pindar Nem. Ode 2. 
Celius Rodig. L. 7. C. 29. 

+ Herodotus ſays of himſelf, in Euterpe, he was but four 

hundred Years after Homer, Thucydides was Contemporary 


with Herodotus, 


—— —— 
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ledge of fuch Things either uncertain or obſcure in ſuch a 
Country as Greece, and to a Man of ſuch Learning, Power 
and Wiſdom as our Author. The learned Caſaubon, in his 
Comment on a Paſſage in the firſt Book of Strabo®, takes the 
Liberty to diſſent from Strabo, and cites as Authority again 
him Part of the Quotation made by Thucydides from the 
aforemention'd Hymn of Homer. Strabo /a, Homer has 
made no mention of what Country he was : In one of the 


Verſes cited by Thucydides, Homer calls himſelf the + blind 


Man of rocky Chios. Caſaubon's Note is as follows : In 
Hymno Apollinis quem ego cur debeamus #8e7&r contra 
autoritatem Thucydidis, eauſam nullam. ſatis magnam 
video: in eo inquam Hymno, hæc de fe Homerus, c. 
New awhether it be more reaſonable, by the ExamPle of ſo. 
learned a Man as Caſaubon, ta give Credit to the Autbo- 
rity of Thucydides, the moſt grave, wiſe, faithful, and con- 
fummate Hiſtorian that ever wrote ; or to give into the 
Seruples, Conjectures, and Suggeſizons of Scholiafts and 


Grammarians ; I leave ta the Determination of each in- 
partial Reader. 


© 
LAY 


* Strab, L. 1. pag. 30. ID: 
+ The Original ſfays----The blind Man obo lives in rocky or 


ſandy Chios: and whoſe Poems ſhall be in the higheſt Efteem to all 
Paſterity: Which indeed only proves that he dwelt there; not 


that he was born there. 
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1 N 8. Mak, the Pes * e Fire 
Of Cyprian Venus, Goddeſs of Deſire: 
Her Chana th' Immortal Minds of Gods can move, 

And tame the ſtubborn Race of Men to Love. 

The wilder Herds and ravenous Beaſts of Prey 

Her Influence feel, and own her kindly Sway. 

Thro' pathleſs Air, and boundleſs Ocean's Sos, 

She rules the feather'd Kind and finny Race; 

Whole Nature on her ſole Support depends, 

And far as Life exiſts, her Care extends. 

- Of all the num' rous Hoſt of Gods above, 

But three are found inflexible to Love. 

Blue-ey'd Minerva free preſerves her Heart, 

A Virgin unbeguiłd by Cupid's Art; 

In ſhining Arms the Martial Maid delights, 

O'er War preſides, and well-diſputed Fights; 

With Thirſt of Fame ſhe firſt the Hero fir d, 

And firſt the Skill of ufeful Arts inſpir'd; + 

_ Taught Artiſts firſt the carving. Tool to wield, 

Chariots with Braſs to arm, and form the T Shield; 

Bhe firſt taught modeſt Maids in early Bloom 

To ſhun the lazy Life, and ſpin, or ply the Loom. 
Diana next, the Paphian Queen deſies, 

Her ſmiling Arts and proffer'd Friendſhip flies: 

She loves, with well- mouth'd Hounds and chearſul Horn, 

Or Silver-ſounding Voice, to wake the Morn, / | 

To draw the Bow, or dart the pointed Spear, 

To wound the Mou. Boar, « or al the woodland Deer, 


"Es OY "hoy 
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Sometimes, of gloomy Groves ſhe likes the Shades, 
And) there of Virgin Nymphs the Chorus leads; 
And ſometimes ſeeks the Town, and leaves the Plains, 
And loves Society where Virtue reigns. 

The third Celeſtial Pow'r! averſe! to Love © 
Is Virgin Veſta, dear to mighty Jove; pe nip 

Whom Neptune ſought to wed, and Phezbus woo'd ; 
And both with fruitleſs Labour long purſu'd ; | 
For ſhe (ſeverely chaſte) rejected bot, 5 : 

And bound her Purpoſe with a ſolemn Oath, 

A Virgin Life inviolate to lead. 

She ſwore, and Jove aſſenting bow'd his Head, 

But fince her rigid Choice the Joys deny'd ' X 

Of Nuptial Rites, and Bleſſings of a- Bride, > 

'The bounteous Fove with Gifts that Want 33 

High on the Throne ſhe ſits amidſt the Skies, 

And firſt is ſed with Fumes of Sacrifice: 

For Holy Rites to Veſſa firſt are pay d, 

And on her Altar Firſt- fruit Off rings 144 3 

So Fove ordain'd in Honour of the Maid. 
Theſe are the Pow'rs above, and only theſe, 

Whom Love and Cytherea” s Art diſpleaſe : 

Of other Beings, none in Earth er Skies 

Her Force reſiſts, or Influence denies. - 

With Eaſe, her Charms the Thunderer can bind, 

And captivate with Love th' Almighty” Mind : 

Ev'n He, whoſe 'dread Commands the Gods obey; 

Submits to her, and owns ſuperior- Sway ; a 

Enſlav'd to mortal Beauties by her POW˖ ir, 

e oft deſcends, his Creatures to adore; 
While to conceal the Theft from Juno's Eyes, 

Some well diſſembled Shape the God belies.. 

Juno, his Wife and Siſter, both in Place es 

And Beauty, firſt amopg th Ethereal Race ; 

Whom, all-tranſcending in ſuperior Worth, 

Wiſe Saturn got, and Cybe/e brought forth: 


4 
1 
© 4 © 


And 
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And Fove, by never-erring Counſel ſway'd, 
'The Partner of his Bed and Empire made. 

But Fove at length with juſt Reſentment fir'd, 
The laughing Queen herſelf with Love inſpir'd. 
Swift thro' her Veins, the ſweet Contagion ran, 
And kindled in her Breaſt Deſire of mortal Man; 
That ſhe, like other Deities, might prove 
The Pains and Pleaſures of inferior Love, 

And not inſultingly the Gods deride, 

Whole Sons were human by the Mother's fide : 
Thus, Jove ordain'd ſhe now for Man ſhould burn, 
And bring forth mortal Offspring in her turn. 

Amongſt the Springs which flow from Idas Head, 
His lowing Herds the young Anchiſes fed: 

Whoſe Godlike Form and Face the ſmiling Queen 
Beheld, and lov'd to Madneſs ſpon as ſeen. 

To Cyprus ſtraight the wounded Goddeſs flies, 
Where Paphian Temples in her Honour riſe, 
And Altars ſmoke with daily Sacrifice. 
Soon as arriv'd, ſhe to her Shrine repair'd, 

Where entring quick, the ſhining Gates ſhe barr'd. 
The ready Graces wait, her Baths prepare, 

And oint with fragrant Oils her flowing Hair ; 
Her flowing Hair around her Shoulders ſpreads, 
And all adown Ambrofial Odour ſheds, 

Laſt, in tranſparent Robes her Limbs they fold, 
Enrich'd with Ornaments of pureſt Gold, 

And thus attir'd, her Chariot ſhe” aſcends, 

And Cypras left, her Flight to Troy ſhe bends. 
On a ſhe alights, then ſeeks the Seat 
Which lov'd Auchiſes choſe for his Retreat: 

And ever as ſhe walk'd thro”? Lawn or Wood, 

Promiſcuous Herds of Beaſts admiring; ftood, 

Some humbly follow, while ſome fawning meet, 

And lick the Ground, and crouch beneath her Feet, 
Dogs, Lions, Wolves and Bears their Eyes unite, 
And the ſwift Panther ſtops to-gaze with fix'd Delight. 


For, 
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For, ev'ry Glance ſhe gives, ſoft Fire imparts, 
Evkindling ſweet Defire in Savage Hearts. 
Irflam'd with Love, all ſingle out their Mates,. 
And to their ſhady Dens each Pair retreats. 

Mean time the Tent ſhe ſpies ſo much deſir'd, 
Where her Anchi/es was alone retir'd; 
 Withdr: wn from all his Friends, and Fellow-Swains,. 


Who fed their Flocks beneath, and fought the Plains: 


In pleaſing Solitude the Youth ſhe found, 

Intent upon his Lyre's harmonious Sound. 

Before his Eyes Jove's beauteous Daughter ſtood, 
In Form and Dreſs, a Huntreſs of the Wood; 

For had he ſeen the Goddeſs undiſguis' d, 

The Youth with Awe and Fear had been ſurprisd. 
Fix'd he beheld her, and with Joy admir'd 

To fee a Nymph ſo bright, and ſo attir'd. 

For from her flowing Robe a Luſtre ſpread, 

As if with radiant Flame ſhe were array'd ; 

Her Hair in part diſclos'd, in part conceal'd, 

In Ringlets fell, or was with Jewels held; 

With various Gold and Gems her Neck was grac'd, 
And orient Pearls heav'd on her panting: Breaſt ; 
Bright as the Moon ſhe ſhone, with filent Light, 
And charm'd his Senſe with Wonder and Delight. 
Thus while Anchiſes gaz d, thro' ev'ry Vein 

A thrilling Joy he felt, and pleaſing Pain. 

At length he ſpake—— All hail, Celeſtial Fair! 
Who humbly doſt to vifit Earth repair. 

Whoe'er thou art, deſcended from above, 
Latona, Cynthia, or the Queen of Love, 

All hail? all Honour ſhall to thee be paid; 

Or art thou * Themjs? or the Þ blue ey'd Maid ? 


Or, 


EE — 


* Themis, the Goddeſs of krete and Rig be, 
FT Blue-ey'd Maid, Pallas. 
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Or, art thou faireſt of the Graces three, | 
Who with the Gods ſhare Immortality ? 
Or elſe, ſome Nymph, the Guardian of theſe Wood, 
Theſe Caves, theſe fruitful Hills, or Cryſtal Floods ? 
Whoe'er thou art, in ſome conſpicuous Field, 
I, to thy Honour, will an Altar build, 
Where holy Off rings I'lt each Hour prepare: 
O prove but thou propitious to my Pray 'r. 
Grant me, among the Trojan Race, to prove 
A Patriot worthy of my Country's Love. 
Bleſs'd in myſelf, I beg, I next may be 
Bleſs'd in my Children and Poſterity: 
Happy in Health, long let me ſee the Sun, 
And, lov'd by all, late may my Days be done. 

He faid.---Zove's beauteous Daughter thus reply'd, | 
Delight of Human kind, thy Sexes Pride l 
Honour'd Archiſes, you behold in me 
No Goddeſs bleſs'd with Immortality 
But Mortal I, of mortal Mother came, 

Otreus my Father, (you have heard the Name) 
Who rules the fair Extent of Phrygia's Lands, 

And all her Towns and Fortreſſes commands. 

When yet an Infant, I to Troy was brought, 

There was I nurs'd, and there your Language taught ; ; 
Then wonder not, if, thus inſtructed young, | 
I, like my own, can ſpeak the Trojan . 

In me, one of Diana's Nymphs behold; _ 

Why thus arriv'd, I ſhall the Cauſe unfold. 

As, late, our Sports we practis'd on the Plain, 

J, and my Fellow Nymphs of Cynthia's Train, 
Dancing in Chorus, and with Garlands crown'd, 
And by admiring Crowds encompaſs'd round, 

Lo! hov'ring o'er my Head I ſaw the God 

Who Argus ſlew, and bears the golden Rod: 
Sudden he ſeiz d, then, bore me from their Sight, 2 


Cutting thro' liquid Air his rapid Flight, | 
F O'er 
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Oer many States and peopled Towns we paſs'd, 
O'er Hills and Vallies, and o'er. Deſerts waſte ; 
O'er barren Moors, and o'er unwholſom Fens, 
And Woods where Beaſts inhabit dreadful Dens. 
Thro' all which pathleſs Way our Speed was ſuch, 
We ſtopt not once the Face of Earth to touch. 
Mean time he told me, while thro* Air we fled, 
That Jove ordain'd I ſhould A4nchi/es wed, 

And with illuſtrious Offspring bleſs his Bed. 

This ſaid, and pointing to-me your Abode, 


To Heav'n again up-ſoar'd the ſwift-wing'd God, 


Thus, of Neceſſity, to you I come, 
Unknown, and loſt, far from my native Home, 
But I conjure you, by the Throne of Fever, 

By all that's dear to you, by all you love, 

By your good Parents, (for no bad, could e er 
Produce a Son ſo graceful, good and fair;) 
That you no Wiles employ to win my Heart, 
But let me hence an untouch'd Maid depart ; 
Inviolate and guiltleſs of your Bed, 

Let me be to your Houſe and Mother led. 

Me to your Father and your Brothers ſhow, | 
And our Alliance firſt let them allow : 

Let me be known, and my-Condition own'd, 
And no unequal Match I may be found. 
Equality to them my Birth may claim, 
Worthy a Daughter's or a Siſter's Name, 

Tho' for your Wife, of too inferior Fame. 

Next, let Ambaſſadors: to Phrygia haſte, 

To tell my Father of my Fortunes paſs'd, | 
And eaſe my Mother in that anxious State, | 
Of Doubts and Fears, which Cares for me create. 
They in Return ſhall Preſents bring from thence 
Of rich Attire, and Sums of Gold immenſe : 

You in peculiar ſhall with Gifts be grac'd, 

In Price and Beauty far above the reſt, 
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This done, 'perform-the Rites of Nuptial Love, 
Grateful to Men below, and Gods above. 
She ſaid, and from her Eyes ſhot fabile Fires, 
Which to his Heart inſinaate Deſire. 
Reſiſtleſs Love invading thus his Breaſt, 
The panting Youth the fmiling Queen addref'd. 
Since Mortal you; of mortal Mother came, 
And Otreus you report your Father's Name ; 
nd ſince th immortal Hermes from above, 
To execute the dread Commands of Fove, 
' Your wondrous Beauties hither has convey'd, 
A Nuptial Life with me henceforth to lead: | 
Know, now, that neither Gods nor Men have ee 
One Minute to defer the happy Hour. 
This Inſtant will J ſeize upon thy Charms, 
Mix with thy Soul, and melt within thy * 2 
Tho' Phebus, arm'd wich his unerring Dart, 
Stood ready to transfix*my panting Heart; 
Tho' Death, tho* Hell, in Conſequence attend. 
'Theu ſhalt with me the Genial Bed aſcene. 
He ſaid, and ſudden ſnatch'd her beauteous Hand; 
The Goddeſs ſmil'd, nor did th? Attempt n 
But fix'd her Eyes upon the Hero's Bed, 
Where ſoft and and ſilken Coverlets were f pread, 
And over all, a Counterpane was plac'd, 45 
Thick ſown with Furs of many a Savage Beaſt, 
Of Bears and Lions, heretofore his Spoil; 
And ſtill remain'd the Trophies of his Toil. 
Now to aſcend the Bed they both prepare. 
And he with eager Haſte diſrobes the Fair. 
Her ſparkling Necklace, firſt, he laid aſide; 
Her Bracelets next, and braided Hair unty'd: 
And now, his buſy Hand her Zone unbracd, 
Which girt her:radiant Robe around her Waſte 8 
Her radiant Robe at laſt aſide was thrown, 
Whoſe roſy hue with dazling Luſtre ſhone, 
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The Queen of Love the Vouth thus 9 * 
And on a Chair of Gold her Veſtments . 


Anchiſes now (ſo ove and Fate aa 3 4s | 0 


The ſweet Extreme of Exſtaſy attain'd; 


And Mortal he, was like th Immortals bleed, j 15 ; | 7 | 5 


Not conſcious of the Goddeſs he poſſeſs c. 
But, when the Swains their Flocks and Herds had ba 5 


And from the flow'ry Field returning, led bok - 


Their Sheep to Fold, and Oxen to the Shed ; 


In ſoft and pleafing Chains of Sleep profouad, hy 5 


The wary Goddeſs her Anchi/es bound: 
Then gently rifing from his-Side and Bed, 
In all her bright Attire her Limbs array'd. | 

And now, her Fair-crown'd Head aloft ſhe rears, 
Not more a Mortal, but herſelf appears : 
Her Face. refulgent, and Majeſtic Mien, A, 
Confeſs'd the Geddeſs, Love's and — 22 8 3 


Then, thus, aloud ſhe calls. Anchiſes, wake; Ls be 0 2 


Thy fond Repoſe and Lethargy forſake: FS 

Look on the Nymph who late from Phrogia came, 

Behold me well ſay, if I ſeem the e.. 
At her firſt Call the Chains of Sleep were broke, 

And ſtarting from his Bed, Anchiſis woke : 

But when he Venus view'd without Diſguiſe, 

Her ſhining Neck beheld, and radiant Eyes; 

Aw'd, and abaſh'd, he turn d his-Head aſide, 

Attempting with his Robe his Face to hide. 

Confus'd with Wonder, and with Fear ee 

In winged Words, he thus the Queen addreſs' d. 
When firſt, O Goddeſs, I thy Form beheld, 

Whoſe Charms fo far Humanity excell'd.;. 

To thy Celeftial-Pow'r my Vows I paid, 

And with Humility implor'd thy Ad: 

But thou, for ſecret Cauſe to me unknown, 


Didſt thy Divine Immortal State difown. 3 


us 
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But now, I beg thee by the Filial Love 
Dae to thy Father, Zgis-bearing Fove, 
Compaſſion on my human State to ſhow ; 
Nor let me lead a Life infirm below : 
Defend me from the Woes which Mortals wait, 
Nor let me ſhare of Men the common Fate: 
Since never Man with Length of Days was bleſt, 
Who in Delights of Love a Deity poſleſs'd. 
To him, Jove's beauteous Daughter thus reply d, 
Be bold, Anchiſes; in my Love confide ; 
Nor me, nor other God, thou needſt to fear, 
For thou to all the heav'nly Race art dear. | 
Know, from our Loves, thou ſhalt a Son obtain, 
Who over all the Realm of Troy ſhall reign ; 
From whom, a Race of Monarchs ſhall deſcend, 
And whoſe Poſterity ſhall know no End. 
To him thou ſhalt the Name“ Æneas give, 
As one, for whoſe Conception I muſt grieve, 
Oft as I think, he to exiſt began 
From my Conjunction with a Mortal Man. 
But Troy, of all the habitable Earth, 
To a ſuperior Race of Men gives Birth ; 
Producing Heroes of th' Ethereal kind, 
And next reſembling Gods in Form and Mind, 
From thence, great Fove to azure Skies convey'd, 
To live with Gods, the lovely Ganymede. 
Where, by th'Immortals honour'd, (ſtrange to ſee !), 
The Youth enjoys a bleſs'd Eternity. | 
In Bowls of Gold, he ruddy Nectar pours, 
And Fove regales in his unbended Hours. 


Long 


* e/Eneas, ſignifying one who cauſeth Grief + By this Paſ.. 
ſage, it ſhould ſeem as if the Etymologiſts had err'd, who, 
as he was the Hero of Virgil's Epic Poem, have deriv'd his 
Name from au, to extol, or praiſe; it appearing here ex- 
3 to be deriy'd from avia Grief: or wyde Gro affet with 

rie. | | . a 
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Long, did the King, his Sire, his Abſence mourn, 

Doubtful, by whom, or where the Boy was born: 

Till Jove at length, in Pity of his. Grief, | 

Diſpatch'd * 4rgicides to his Relief: 

And more with Gifts to pacify his Mind, ls 

He ſent him Horſes of a deathleſs kind, 4 

Whoſe Feet outſtript in Speed the rapid Wind, 

Charging withal ſwift Hermes to relate 

The Youth's Advancement to a heav'nly State; 

Where, all his Hours are paſt in circling Joy, 

Which Age can ne'er decay, nor Death deſtroy, 

Now, when this Embaſſy the King receives, 

No more for abſent Ganymede he grieves 3 

The pleaſing News his aged Heart revives, | 

Ard with Delight his Swift-heel'd Steeds he 3 
But when the Golden-thron'd Aurora made 

Tithonus Partner of her roſy Bed, 

(Tithonus too was of the Trojan Line, 

Reſembling Gods in Face and Form Divine) 

That with perpetual Life he might be bleſs'd : 

Feve heard her Pray'r, and granted her Requeſt. 

But ah ! how raſh was ſhe, how indiſcreet ! 

The moſt material Bleſſing to omit ; 

Neglecting, or not thinking to provide, 

That Length of Days might be with Strength ſupply 'd 3 

And to her Lover's endleſs Life, engage 

An endleſs Youth, incapable of Age. 

But hear what Fate befell this heav'nly Fair, 

In Gold inthron'd, the brighteſt Child of. Air, 

Yithonus, while of pleaſing Youth poſſeſs'd, 

Is by Aurora with Delight careſs'd ; 


For him ſhe Rraight the Thunderer addreſs'd, { 1 


Dear 


6 
1 


* The slayer of Argur, Mercury ſo ** from hols Z 
flain Argus. | | 
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Dear to her Arms, he in her Court reſides, 


Beyond the Verge: of Earth, and Ocean's utmoſt Tides. 


But, when he ſaw gray Hairs begin to ſpread, 

Deform his Beard, and diſadorn his Head, 

The Goddeſs cold in her Embraces grew, 

His Arms declin'd, and from his Bed withdrew ; 
Yet ſtill a kind of nurſing Care ſhe ſhow'd, 

And Food ambroſial, and rich clothes beſtow'd: 
But when of Age he felt the ſad Extreme, 
And ev ry Nerve was ſhrunk, and Limb was lame, 
Lock'd in a Room-her uſeleſs Spouſe ſhe left, 
Of Youth, of Vigour, and of Voice bereft“. 
On Terms like theſe, I never can deſire 

Thou ſhouldft to Immortality aſpire. 


* 


Couldit thou indeed, as now thou art, remain, 


Thy Strength, thy Beauty, and thy Youth retain, 
- Couldit thou for ever thus my Husband prove, 
J might live happy i in thy endleſs Love:; 
Nor ſhould I &er have Cauſe to dread the Day, 
When I muſt mourn thy Loſs and Life's Decay. 
But thou, alas! too ſoon and ſure muſt bend 
Beneath the Woes which painful Age attend ; 
Inexorable Age ! whoſe wretched State 

All Mortals dread, and all Immortals hate. 

Now, know, I alſo muſt my Portion ſhare, 

And for thy ſake Reproath and Shame muſt bear, 
For I, who heretofore in Chains of Love 

Could captivate the Minds of Gods above, 
And force em, by my all -fubduing Charms, 

To ſigh and languiſh in a Woman's Arms, 

Muſt now no more that Pow'r ſuperior boaſt, 
Nor tax with Weakneſs the Celeſtial Hoſt ; 


* 


.* Tithonus was feignid, 
into a Graſhopper, 


Since 


at length, to have been turn d 
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Since I myſelf, this dear Amends have made, 


And am at laſt by my own Arts betray'd. 


Erring like them, with Appetite deprav'd, 
This Hour, by thee, I have a Son conceiv'd; 
Whom hid beneath my Zone, I muſt conceal, 
Till Time his being and my Shame reveal. 

Him ſhall the Nymphs who theſe fair Woods adorn, 
In their deep Boſoms nurſe, as ſoon as born: 
They nor of Mortal nor Immortal Seed 
Are ſaid to ſpring, yet on Ambroſia feed. 
And * long they tive; and ofc in Chorus j join 
Wich Gods and Goddeſſes in Dance divine. 
Theſe 


— 


* Of Wood Nymphs there were the Dryades and the Ha- 


madryades; the Dryades preſided over Woods and Groves; 
the Hamadryades each over her particular Tree. None of 
them were accounted Immortal, but extremely long-liv'd. 
Auſonius, from Hefiod, computes the complete Life of a Man 
at 96 Years; a Crow, | he ſays, lives nine times as long; a 
Deer four times as long as a Crow; a Raven three times as 
long as a Deer; the Phcenix ten ines "2s long as the Raven; 
and theſe Hamadryades live ten times as long as a Phenix, 
But the moſt receiv'd Opinion was, that they liv'd juſt as 
long as their Trees. Therefore this from Auſonius ſeems ra- 
ther to relate to the Dryades, and the Duration of a whole 
Wood; For there are frequent Inſtances where they were 
indifferently call'd Dryades and Hamadryades, by the ancient 
Poets. They were very ſenſible of good Offices, and grateful 
to them who at any time preſerved their Trees. The Scho- 
liaſt, upon a Paſſage mentioning theſe Nymphs in Apollon. 
Argonaut, I. 2. relates the following Story cited from Charon 

Lampſacenus, A young Man call'd Recus obſerving a fair 
Oak almoſt fallen to the Earth, order'd it to be ſupported, 
and took ſuch effectual Care that he re-eſtabliſh'd it again 


to flouriſh in its Place, The Nymph of the Tree appear'd 


to him, and in Return bid him ask what he pleas'd. The Youth 
readily demanded of her the laſt Favour, which ſhe as readily 


promiz'd; and according to Agreement, ſent a Bee to ſum- 
mon 
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Theſe the + Sileni court; theſe Hermes loves, 
And their Embraces ſeeks in ſhady Groves. 
Their Origin and Birth theſe Nymphs deduce. 
From common Parent Earth's prolific Juice: 
With lofty Firs Which grace the Mountain's Brow, 
Or ample ſpreading Oaks at once they grow ; | 
All have their Trees allotted to their Care, 
Whoſe Growth, Duration and Decreaſe they ſhare. 
But holy are theſe Groves by Mortals held, 
And therefore by the Axe are never feld. 
But when the Fate of ſome fair Tree draws nigh, 
It firſt appears to droop, and then grows dry; 
The Bark to crack and periſh next is ſeen, _ _ 
And laſt the Boughs it ſheds, no longer green : 
And thus the Nymphs expire by like degrees, 
And live and die cozval with their 'Trees, 

Theſe gentle Nymphs by my Perſuaſion won, 
Shall in their ſweet Recefles nurſe my Son: 
And when his Cheeks with Youth's firſt Bluſhes glow, 
To thee the Sacred Maids the Boy ſhall ſhow. 

More to inſtru thee, when five Years ſhall end, 
J will again to viſit thee deſcend, 
Bringing thy beauteous Son to charm thy Sight, 
Whoſe Godlike Form ſhall fill thee with Delight ; 
Him will I leave thenceforward to thy Care, 
And will that with him thou to Troy repair : 

| There, 


mon him at the Time when he might be happy : But the 
young Man happening to be gaming at Dice when the Bee 
came, was fo offended with its buzzing that he gave it ill 
Words, and chid it from him: this Reception of her Am- 
baſſador ſo enraged the Nymph, that in Revenge ſhe render'd 
him impotent. This Story is alſo cited in part by Nat. Com. 
See Ovid. Metam. 1. 8. of the Fate of Erifichtbon, for coming | 
down one of theſe animated Trees, 


+ The Satyrs, when they were in Years, were called Sitent 
as e reports in Altic. p. 41, 
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There, if Enquiry ſhall be made, to know 

To whom thou doſt ſo bright an Offspring r 

Be ſure, thou nothing of the Truth detect, 

But ready Anſwer make as I direct. 

Say of a Sylvan Nymph the fair Youth came, 

And Cahcopis call his Mother's Name. 

For ſhouldſt thou boaſt the Truth, and madly own, 

That thou in Bliſs hadſt Carre known, 

Fove would his Anger pour upon thy Head, 

And with avenging Thunder ſtrike thee Dead... 

Now all is told thee, and juſt. Caution giv'n, 

Be ſecret thou, and dread the Wrath of Heav'n. 
She ſaid, and ſudden ſoar 925 his Sight, 

Cutting thro? liquid Air her Heav'nward Flight. 


All hail, bright Cyprian Queen'! thee firſt I praiſe ; 


Then, to ſome other * r transfer my Lajs, 
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